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The Long Way Home

With Magic Like This,
Who Needs Routine?

I

t’s not an ex agger ation portr aying my first long trek in the
White Mountains as falling through the back of my closet into C.S.
Lewis’s fictional land of Narnia. Like Edmund in that children’s story, I
stumbled, awestruck, into the forest, staring at the trees and rocks as if I had
never seen them before.
But in the early years of my mountain passion, I never ran into a beautiful woman in a sleigh doling out boxes of Turkish Delight. That is, I did not
meet the American long-distance trails’ equivalent of Narnia’s White Witch—
those people who lie in wait at trail crossings and offer soda, fried chicken,
junk food, and pack ferrying to worn-out long-distance hikers.
	On the Appalachian Trail between Georgia and Maine and on the Pacific
Crest Trail between southern California and northern Oregon, they call the
White Witches “trail angels” and their protection “trail magic.”
The dispensers of trail magic smile, kindly. They give out food. They
sometimes take a hiker’s money to carry his pack for a while, while the hiker
goes over a giant massif without his gear.
	I question whether I could have hiked more than a few hundred miles,
instead of the thousands of miles I’ve put on my boots over the years, had I
been faced with trail angels. I say this is not magic but misapplied altruism.
This “help,” available at so many road crossings, has become temptation. An
exhausted, lonely, cold, hungry hiker faced with free burgers and sodas will
quickly forget that the purpose of quitting her job and leaving home was
precisely to avoid indulging—to go alone, to experience the true conditions of
the backcountry. The purpose was precisely discomfort, challenge, loneliness,
and uncertainty of whether her supplies would last until the next town.
Trail magic has become so ubiquitous on long-distance trails that it has
inspired a counterrevolution, a subgroup, the “unsupported” hikers. These
adventurers proclaim ahead of time that they will never accept a ride into
town, never will leave food hidden in a cache, never will accept free food from
6 Appalachia

anyone. There’s so much magic all around these days that those who want the
traditional wilderness experience feel that they must always reject it.
At age 24, on my first overnight in the Whites, I fell in the mountains’
thrall because they scared me and woke me up. I experienced something that
Belden Lane mentions in his book Backpacking With the Saints: Wilderness
Hiking as Spiritual Practice (Oxford University Press, 2014). His time in
Canyonlands National Park, a labyrinth of high rock walls in Utah, terrified
yet thrilled him. He compared his feeling to Søren Kierkegaard’s description
of anxiety or perhaps horror, “a desire for what one fears.”
	I hike long distances because doing so presses me deep into a landscape
dominated by wild animals and forces of nature that I, being human, cannot
understand. I don’t think humans are wired to turn away from food, water,
rest, and transportation when it appears in front of us. I would have missed
so much in my rambles into the backcountry if I’d encountered the White
Witch every time I came to a road crossing.
	I don’t mean my friends and I didn’t ever get help. No, we ate ice cream
on a Pennsylvania lawn and rode in a pickup truck to a burger party thrown
by past thru-hikers in Virginia. But these were wonderful because they were
rare. Not rare today. Scott Bryce, who wrote a glossary for Pacific Crest Trail
hikers, said that in recent years “trail magic is becoming so common that
some hikers now expect it, and become rude when it isn’t offered.”
	I’ve noticed something different—not rudeness or entitlement, but
something like surrender. It’s subtle. Not long ago, I crossed paths with
thru-hikers on Mount Moosilauke. I knew from their thin, muscular bodies,
disheveled states, and aromas that they’d been on the trail since spring. But
they carried no packs. They explained that someone had charged only a few
dollars to carry their gear around to the next road crossing. We swapped
stories; I told them I’d been a thru-hiker many years earlier. One of them said
that back then, thru-hiking had actually been hard. I was surprised. We all
agreed that going packless over Moosilauke feels good, but they looked a little
apologetic and wistful, as if they’d had too much Turkish Delight.1
—Christine Woodside

1. The White Witch offering Turkish Delight comes from The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe, by C.S. Lewis (HarperCollins, 2002; first published in 1950).
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“ All a Question of Luck”
Hope deteriorated into a survival game
in the A.W. Greely expedition
Laura Waterman
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Ah! It is all a question of luck. If I had not thought that I was lucky
I should never have come up here.
—A.W. Greely

T

his is a story that started as a bold adventure of science
and discovery in the Arctic but deteriorated into a survival game. This
is a story of desperate men driven to desperate acts as they fought to stay
alive. My involvement in this grim tale has been as meticulous researcher for
a novel in which I’ve tried to imagine how, exactly, events turned so badly. I
wanted to break through to an essence of our natures that could emerge only
under the extremity of physical and mental distress. Here, I’m going to tell
the story based only on available facts.
The U.S. government-funded Lady Franklin Bay Expedition of 1881 to
1884 was an original and daring plan, the equivalent of the early days of space
travel. Its leader, Lt. Adolphus Washington Greely, was a Massachusetts native
who had built his credentials stringing telegraph lines across America’s deserts
and mountains for the U.S. Army Signal Corps. With his gift for administrative detail and ability to handle men to get the job done, Greely appeared
ideally suited to lead this trip of science and exploration that would have his
party living within 500 miles of the North Pole. What went wrong at their
last camp can never be entirely known. That the men cannibalized their dead
colleagues is undisputed, but when and how is not recorded.
The expedition, a party of 25 men, most in their 20s, the oldest 40, steamed
out of St. John’s, Newfoundland, on the SS Proteus on July 8, 1881, just after
the news broke that President James Garfield had been shot. They were not
to learn whether the newly elected president lived or died for many months.
The personnel included Dr. Octave Pavy, whom they picked up in Godhavn,
Greenland; Lt. Frederick Kislingbury, a man Greely knew from the Army
Signal Corps and who seemed to long for the Arctic as much as Greely did;
and an Army private who signed on as Charles B. Henry, an alias that hid his
true identity of thief and murderer. From the standpoint of this expedition,
Henry was no ordinary thief, but a thief who stole food.
The ship headed north, through Baffin Bay and Smith Sound into the
swirling currents of the Kane Basin and on up the narrow, ice-choked
The six survivors propped themselves up for this photo aboard the rescue ship in
July 1884. U.S. ARMY COMMUNICATIONS-ELECTRONIC COMMAND HISTORICAL OFFICE
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Kennedy Channel to Discovery Harbor above the 82nd parallel. Capt.
Richard Pike landed them at Lady Franklin Bay, on Ellesmere Land (as it was
known then) in early August 1881, an isolated, bleak, lonesome, uninhabited,
treeless, unforgiving spot, a rugged landscape of dark cliff faces, ice, and snow.
Greely’s men were the farthest north of any of the stations participating in
this groundbreaking scientific effort called the International Polar Year. They
built an army barracks with the precut lumber they’d brought and settled in,
calling their station Fort Conger.

Two Years In: A Retreat Down the Ellesmere Coast
Let us pick up the story two years later, after Lt. Greely and company were
forced to leave Fort Conger by open boat and retreat down the Ellesmere coastline. He had hoped to encounter the ship coming up to reprovision them but
did not, and so was compelled to land his men at the last possible point on the
Ellesmere coast before they would be swept away to certain death in Baffin
Bay. He called their landing place Eskimo Point for its ancient stone foundations and set his men to building stone hovels, chinked with snow and ice.
Greely hoped a ship had left supplies for them up the coast at Cape Sabine,
and sent their photographer Sgt. George Rice on a scouting trip. When Rice
returned to report cairns with tinned food, Greely abandoned their half-built
stone structures and marched his men the 30 miles north to that available
food supply.
Rice had brought back messages, too, and the men learned that the relief
ship, the SS Neptune, sent in 1882, had been stopped by pack ice. The man
in charge, an Army private named William Beebe, had not dared to leave
more than 250 individual rations, a mere ten days of food for these 25 men.
They learned as well that the next summer, 1883, the ship that had originally
taken them north, the SS Proteus, under the command of an Army officer,
Lt. Ernest Garlington, had been crushed by the pack and sunk in these very
waters. Garlington had left them no more than 240 rations, and a message
promising that “everything within the power of man will be done to rescue
the brave men of Lady Franklin Bay from their perilous position.”
When this second relief had not appeared, Greely made the decision to
leave the station at Lady Franklin Bay. Garlington might have sunk his ship,
but his orders were to wait for Greely on the Greenland side, on Littleton
Island, telescopes trained for their arrival. His message was dated only ten
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Lady Franklin Bay Expedition Members
Name

Description

Age*

Fate

Jacob Bender

Private

29

Died

Henry Biederbick

Private

22

Survived

David Brainard

Sergeant

24

Survived

Frederik Christiansen

Eskimo

34

Died

Maurice Connell

Private

29

Survived

William Cross

Sergeant

37

Died

Jens Edwards

Eskimo

37

Died

Joe Elison

Corporal

31

Died

William Ellis

Private

40

Died

Julius “Shorty” Frederick

Private

28

Survived

Hampden Gardiner

Sergeant,
Meteorologist

24

Died

Adolphus Washington
Greely

Lieutenant

37

Survived

Charles B. Henry**

Private

25

Executed

Ned Israel

Sergeant,
Astronomer

21

Died

Winfield Jewell

Sergeant,
Meteorologist

30

Died

Frederick Kislingbury

Lieutenant

33

Died

David Linn

Sergeant

c.30

Died

James Lockwood

Lieutenant

28

Died

Francis Long

Private

28

Survived

Octave Pavy

Physician

37

Died

George Rice

Sergeant,
photographer

26

Died

David Ralston

Sergeant,
Meteorologist

32

Died

Nicholas Salor

Corporal

30

Died

Roderick Schneider

Private

c.30

Died

William Whisler

Private

24

Died

* Age at the start of the expedition in 1881
**Alias
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The expedition leader, A.W. Greely.

FROM THREE YEARS OF ARCTIC SERVICE (LONDON: RICHARD BENTLEY

AND SON, 1886)

weeks previous. Now, from the exposed knuckle of Cape Sabine, the men
could see the Greenland coast, not more than 30 miles across Smith Sound.
Greely selected a low-lying campsite situated behind a ridge of jagged
rock that ran parallel to the shoreline. He hoped this ridge would act as
a windbreak.
The wind was incessant. He paced off a 25-by-18-foot space and had the
men construct stone walls two feet thick. They overturned the whaleboat on
rafters of oars for the roof. They built an outer wall of snow blocks to insulate
and shut out the wind. Sgt. David Brainard, in charge of their food supplies,
erected his snow-block commissary to the left of the crawlway entrance.
Inside, the men dug rocks out of the floor and lined up facing each other,
two or even three to a sleeping bag. Greely stationed himself in the middle of
a row, the seal blubber lamp hanging above his head. He lit this only at meals
because their fuel was minimal. Pvt. Jacob Bender rigged up a small sheetiron stove, but with no proper chimney, smoke filled the hut, sending the
12 Appalachia

Charles B. Henry as he looked a few years before the expedition.
PROPERTY OF DR. GEOFFREY E. CLARK

men into their bags in fits of coughing. Bender also made a scale for Brainard,
who weighed all they ate. They weren’t eating much: less than a pound a
day, one-fifth the ration for Arctic work. Greely called their settlement
Camp Clay, after the great orator Henry Clay’s grandson, who, unable to get
along with their surgeon, Dr. Pavy, had given up his place on the expedition.
Most trying were the minor discomforts. They could not lean back with
any ease. The walls sloped and they brushed against hoarfrost that collected
from their respiration and melted into their clothing and bags. Each man’s
shoulders grazed his neighbor’s. Nor could they easily stand straight, though
being so denned up gave them some degree of warmth. Greely was well aware
these petty annoyances could break them down. They complained of cold feet
awaking them at night. They were always thirsty, and they ate their food with
the ice crystals barely thawed. There was not the fuel for it. The temperature
in the hut could reach into the twenties when the stove was lit, then drop
back into the teens. They seemed unable to defend against drafts, no matter
Summer/fall 2016 13

how much they chinked the walls with snow or their rotting clothing. MidOctober and only five hours of gray light now, every day a little less. But hardest to bear was their gnawing hunger. Pvt. Henry, however, had worked out a
way to slide a snow block from the commissary wall, and by reaching in could
grab a tin of tomatoes or peas or some sort of soup. He was not particular as
long as he ate.

Some Background
Lt. Greely had left a family at home. His wife, Henrietta, had sent him off
with a bed-sized afghan decorated with their initials: HNG and AWG. He was
concerned his two young daughters would forget him. He was disappointed
in Dr. Pavy, despite his obvious Arctic skills. Pavy, also, had left a wife waiting
for him. He was from a wealthy Creole family, schooled in Paris. He spoke
with a French accent. Greely, the high school–educated son of a shoemaker,
felt the doctor’s arrogance when Pavy handed in his medical reports late—
to annoy, Greely feared—and he could not discipline the doctor who was
a civilian contracted to the army. Greely could issue him an order, but the
doctor was not obligated to carry it out. Greely was certain Pavy was using the
Lady Franklin Bay Expedition to further his goal of reaching the North Pole,
though Greely’s orders were to keep away from the pole.
Their photographer, Sgt. Rice, a Canadian from Cape Breton, exhibited
a loner’s temperament. But the men respected Rice, and Greely sensed the
photographer’s commitment to the expedition. Rice was determined to take
home superior glass plates that showed the Arctic as frigid, lonely, vast—
yet possessed of a haunting beauty.
Greely’s second officer, Lt. Kislingbury, had worked with Greely laying out
the telegraph lines, and Greely had issued him a personal invitation to join
the expedition. Kislingbury had accepted with enthusiasm but from the early
days at Fort Conger, he had exhibited an insubordinate streak by informing
his commanding officer that he preferred to sleep through breakfast. A trivial
offense, but as the lieutenant would not back down, Greely was forced to
break him. He expected a willing compliance. An officer risked court-martial
otherwise. Everyone knew that Kislingbury had buried two wives. He was
a father of four sons and had left these boys in the care of his brothers. If
he regretted coming, the ship was still in the harbor held fast by ice. But as
Kislingbury, carrying the official papers he needed to leave the expedition,
trekked the two miles over the rocks and broken ice chunks, Capt. Pike had
14 Appalachia

Sgt. David L. Brainard in Montana in 1879.

U.S. MILITARIA FORUM
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worked the ship free. Kislingbury watched the Proteus pull away and broke
into a run. But no one on the ship spotted him; Kislingbury was forced to
return to the fort. He was now a nonentity with no duties. He was no longer
a part of the Lady Franklin Bay Expedition, yet he must go through the Arctic
winter with these men.
The other officer, Lt. James Lockwood, came from an Army family, his
father a general. Lockwood had a strong attachment to his family. Some of
the men never spoke of home, but Lockwood often talked of his. He could go
on in mouthwatering detail about his mother’s cooking: the Christmas roasts,
ham at one end of the table, turkey at the other, her rice puddings, thick and
creamy, the cheeses she made at their farm. The men got the impression his
family expected great things of him. Indeed, he proved himself in their first
summer, 1882, by setting a Farthest North record, a main goal of the expedition, especially triumphant as it broke that set by the British only six years
before. Lockwood had been accompanied by Sgt. Brainard and one of the
Eskimos, Frederik Christiansen. They only exceeded the British by four miles,
but there was no need to do more. Lockwood was delighted to have made
this contribution to the expedition. He was not a risk taker like Rice, but he
thrived in the field, and by besting the British, he had made himself worthy
in his family’s eyes.
Despite Greely’s difficulties with Pavy and Kislingbury, the men were
excited to be in the Arctic during that first year. Aside from the exploring
trips, they collected data, 500 readings a day of temperature, wind, cloud
formations, tides, aurora sightings, false moons, and more. But it was also
clear that Greely ran the fort as if they were under Indian attack. They weren’t
allowed to nap during the day after frigid outdoor labor. He curtailed their
walks to a monotonous route around the fort, and the men saw that not
only were Greely and Pavy at odds, but that Kislingbury was in league with
the doctor.
When the relief ship failed to appear in August 1882, at the
end of their first year, they were disappointed but buckled down for a second
year. The data collection continued, and exploring parties were sent out.
Lockwood tried to best his own Farthest North but was unsuccessful. The
dark skies of the long Arctic night seemed darker and the cold more intense.
When daylight returned, they scanned the horizon for a smokestack. Pavy
disturbed them by saying no ship had been sent. Indeed, as the time ran out
and no ship appeared, the men were ready to agree that the government had
abandoned them.
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The doctor argued that they should remain a third winter—they had the
food for it—and march down the Ellesmere coast in the spring. Greely disagreed. In early August 1883, he ordered Fort Conger boarded up and the men
into the boats. Army men, cast adrift in an ice-choked turbulence for which
they were completely unprepared, began their sea voyage down the Ellesmere
coast.
	If Greely had remained at Fort Conger for a third winter and begun losing men, he risked a court-martial for abandoning orders. Orders he’d been a
party to and could have ignored, but he was not made that way.
They hadn’t been in the boats a week—roped in a string to the motor
launch, terrified, spray-soaked, and retching in the heaving ice-clogged
swells—when the doctor made his mutinous move. He had drawn in
Kislingbury and Rice, but to gain control of the men he needed Brainard.
Pavy’s plan was to declare Greely mentally unstable and put Kislingbury in
charge. Pavy himself, not being Army, could not be. He could be the power
behind Kislingbury, though. But Brainard would not buy in. A mutiny would
lead to a splintering of the party and likely bloodshed. They were best off with
Greely, Brainard told them, promising himself that his commanding officer
would never learn of this mutinous attempt.
By September 12, they were only a day or two off the Cape Sabine coast,
where Greely, when planning the voyage back in Washington, had ordered
supplies to be left in case the relief ships were blocked by pack ice. But he had
also specified Littleton Island, off the Greenland coast, directly across Smith
Sound from Cape Sabine. Greely preferred the Greenland side because Eskimos there had previously helped lost explorers, and he hoped they might lend
aid. That night a punishing gale blew them back up into the Kane Basin, the
boats so battered by the crushing, pounding ice that Greely had the men haul
boats and supplies—many hundreds of pounds—up onto an ice floe. They
waited it out there, eating down their supplies, while Greely pondered what to
do next.
During his Army career, Greely had asked for no man’s opinion. But
this last month while they’d managed to keep the boats from swamping and
themselves fed, slept from utter exhaustion, and dried their wet clothing with
their own body heat, a change had come over their leader. He called together
his officers, including the defrocked Kislingbury, the doctor, and Brainard—
not an officer, but the man whose judgment Greely trusted most. Together,
they reached the decision to remain on the floe.

Summer/fall 2016 17

!

!

!

The Greely expedition explored harsh Arctic waters between Greenland and Ellesmere
Island, the eastern boundary of Canada. The men spent their first two years based at
Fort Conger, a camp on an inlet called Lady Franklin Bay. James B. Lockwood, Sgt.
David L. Brainard, and Eskimo Frederik Christiansen reached the “Farthest North”
point on May 13, 1882. Expedition members retreated to Camp Clay at Fort Sabine for
the last eight months. There, most of the men died of starvation.
LARRY GARLAND/APPALACHIAN MOUNTAIN CLUB
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By September 18, they’d drifted back toward the Sabine coast, when a
repeat of the storm that had swept them into the Kane Basin did so again.
Again, Greely called his officers together. Which coast should they try for?
But the decision was taken out of their hands when the currents and winds
sent them, on the night of the 22nd, toward Sabine. Yet they dared not commit the boats to this sea of ice that was in constant motion. But on September
29, seeing they were about to shoot past the cape and into the immensity of
Baffin Bay and certain death, they were forced to make a dangerous lunge
for the shore, heaving boats, gear, and all their records to land on a barren,
desolate, windswept outcrop of stony beach. What was in store for them they
could only dread, for during their seven weeks at sea, they had moved into the
iron grip of winter.

Desperate Measures
At Camp Clay on Cape Sabine, Dr. Pavy was ensuring his own survival by
stealing food from his patient, Joe Elison. Cpl. Elison had frostbitten his
hands and feet on a mission with Sgt. Rice to pick up 144 pounds of meat
left by the British in a cairn some 40 miles south, at Cape Isabella. Elison had
lost the use of his hands, and the doctor had taken on the job of feeding the
man himself. To keep Elison healthy, the men had all voted to give him extra
ounces—an impressive show of generosity—but Lt. Greely was quite sure
this was being consumed by the doctor. He could hear Pavy rooting around in
Elison’s food can at night. He felt powerless to stop this. If he tried, the doctor
could refuse to treat them. They all ate at night. A nibble on a bit of chocolate
saved from their daily ration could send them back into a doze when they
awoke with freezing feet. But the sounds the doctor made were different, the
varmint-like scrabbling for Elison’s bread.
By early February, Rice persuaded Greely to let him attempt the crossing
of Smith Sound. Lt. Garlington must be there. If Garlington would not come
to them, they would go to him. The men would not allow themselves to
doubt that he was there. Rice set out with Eskimo Jens Edwards, but they
got caught in a horrific gale. Jens froze his fingers in the sleeping bag. They
stuck it out for four nights, searching for a stable passage through the open
water and finding none. To keep hopes up, Greely promised they’d make
an attempt with the whole party by March 6. But how could hungry men
manage to haul Elison?
By early March, Sgt. Brainard served out the last of their pemmican,
the last of their tins of corn and tomatoes, various soups, and the rice bag
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was shaken into the morning’s glop. They were growing weaker and scurvy
had taken hold, loosening their teeth, swelling their joints, and causing old
wounds to suppurate. But the sun was back, and Rice had found a way to
glean food from the sea with a burlap sack for a net. They called them shrimp,
these tiny crustaceans that were two-thirds shell. The doctor insisted their
nutritional value was minimal, to which Greely countered that at least they
were plentiful, and Brainard assured them all he was willing to stand in the
wind for hours dipping the net. But not all of the men could digest them.
	On the morning of March 24, after Ned Israel had crawled back in to
report a temperature of –23 degrees, Pvt. Henry Biederbick lit the stove and
keeled over. He’d forgotten to unplug their ventilation hole and the alcohol
fumes were poisoning them. Pvt. Julius Frederick (called Shorty by the men)
pulled out the rags, and as others collapsed, those able hauled them out.
Pvt. Charles Henry, unaffected by the fumes, hung around inside until
he could snatch the bacon, placed on the boat thwart and meant for their
breakfast. He bolted it down and when he emerged found men on the
ground, others helping them up, shoving mittens on their unprotected hands.
He stood at a distance, licking the wonderful salt off his lips, then crawled
back in, expressing his surprise with the others that their breakfast bacon
was missing. Brainard kept his eye on Henry, who shortly, complaining of a
sick stomach, moved toward the entrance, but before he could crawl outside
upheaved into a pan. Shorty, inspecting this mess, reported that here was
their bacon: raw, half-chewed, and no good to anyone. Henry denied his
theft, the men shouting him down: he was a monster, the very devil, to rob
them of their breakfast when some of them had nearly died.
Most of these men had also stolen food, but all of them expressed remorse
when they were caught. Henry never showed remorse. He had crossed a
line into something calculated and cold-blooded. The men stopped talking
to him.
Eskimo Fred, the native Greenlander who had been with
Lt. Lockwood on the Farthest North, died just having eaten his pitifully
inadequate breakfast on April 5.
The next day, Sgt. David Linn died.
Both Eskimo Fred and Linn were transported by sledge up to Cemetery Ridge and left in shallow graves to make a desolate line of three, with
Sgt. William Cross, their first to die.
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Rice was determined to get that 144 pounds of meat they’d been forced
to abandon because of Elison’s frostbite. Lt. Greely knew he could not refuse
Rice this hazardous undertaking, and Rice left on April 6, taking Shorty
with him.
Lockwood died on the 9th. The Farthest North in 1882 had been the high
point for him. After that success, he probably wanted to go home. He could
not stop talking about food and missing his family. He berated himself for
his weakness, his difficulty in helping with camp chores, yet Brainard, who
had been with him on the Farthest North, made daily trips to their shrimping
grounds in his determination to feed them all.
Pavy, who had done little to help, volunteered to chop ice from the pond
that lay not far below Cemetery Ridge where four corpses lay beneath a thin
smear of gravel. No one questioned this; indeed, Greely was glad to have
Pavy’s cooperation.
	On April 11, Good Friday, when Brainard was stomping back and forth to
keep from freezing while waiting for his nets to fill, he looked up and saw a
polar bear about 200 yards off, loping in his direction. Grabbing his shrimp
bucket he ran as best he could in his weakened state, up and over Cemetery
Ridge, to fall through the hut entrance, panting, “Bear!” Pvt. Francis Long
and Eskimo Jens took off with rifles, followed by Lt. Kislingbury with his
Remington. But the poor ex-officer was too weak to keep up and limped
back. They heard shots, but they hardly dared to hope until Long and Jens
burst in, their faces glowing. But the bear came too late for meteorologist
Sgt. Winfield Jewell, who died as this meat that would appease their hunger
and hold scurvy at bay was hauled in. Jewell, from Lisbon, New Hampshire,
had been an observer at the Signal Corps’s weather station on the summit
of Mount Washington, preparing him as well as anyone to handle the cold
and wind of the Arctic. The Jewell Trail on Mount Washington was named
for him.
A snow bunting sang from their boat roof on Easter Sunday
morning, and Long shot a seal. Greely increased their meat ration to a daily
pound apiece. But their good spirits were snuffed out when Shorty stumbled
into their camp, alone. Rice was dead. They could not locate the English
meat. They wandered in circles, a brutal time in storm and staggering wind,
Rice growing weaker. “I could only get him to stop,” Shorty told the men, “by
telling him I was exhausted.” He’d pulled Rice into the lee of an iceberg, lit
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the stove to heat a drink, wrapped Rice in his own coat and held his friend in
his arms. But it did no good, and by the end of Shorty’s story, the men were
drawing grimy sleeves across their hairy and dirty faces. By his death, Rice
had turned himself into their hero. Though it was hard not to think that Rice
would be with them yet if he had spared himself.
	On April 29, Eskimo Fred and Long took the kayak and the Springfield
rifle down to look for seals. Fred fitted himself into the kayak and pushed off
while Long, on the shore, watched in horror as the kayak upended, tipping
Fred into the water. Long ran, jumping among the ice chunks to reach Fred,
but his body had sunk beneath the ice, as had the rifle and the kayak, and
Long knew their chance of catching seals was faint.
Four men died in May, including their youngest, the astronomer Israel.
All were dragged up to Cemetery Ridge. By the end of the month, Brainard
began to cut up sealskins—pants, sleeping bag covers—adding the leather to
the shrimp stews. Kislingbury died on June 1, the last body to be hauled up
to the ridge. When Cpl. Nicholas Salor died the next day, the weakened men
could only drag his body down to the tidal crack and slip it into the sea.
Twelve alive now, but only three or four able to work.
Pvt. Henry continued to steal food, plundering sealskins, and defying
Greely, who had stipulated that the edible leather was expedition stores, to
be shared by all. When Henry, the only man strong enough to cook when
Long and Shorty were out hunting, helped himself from the pot in front of
everyone, Greely saw he needed to act. He had warned Henry that his thievery
was tantamount to mutiny. He could be executed. But the private did not curb
his appetite. Greely wrote out the order for Henry’s execution on June 6: “This
order is imperative and absolutely necessary for any chance of life.” Henry was
shot to death that afternoon with the camp’s only serviceable rifle.
Toward their supper hour on that fatal day of June 6, Pvt. Bender died.
His death perhaps triggered by Henry’s. The two had shared a bag.
Toward evening, as a gelatinous glop of sealskins and lichens they had
scraped off the rocks was dished out, it was discovered that Pavy was dead.
His action of lately dosing himself from his medicines had disturbed everyone. Pavy had a wife to return to, but in the effort to keep himself alive, he
might have poisoned himself.
The meteorologist Sgt. Hampden Gardiner died six days later, and joined
Bender and Pavy in the tidal crack.
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When Pvt. Roderick Schneider died on June 18, his body was hauled only
a little way from their camp, the stricken men too weak to do more.
Seven of them left. Crowded into a tent not far below
Cemetery Ridge. They’d moved uphill when thawing ground flooded
them out.
A storm from the south sprang up on June 21. They could not keep the
stove lit to feed themselves. No one was strong enough to fetch drinking
water from the melting pools. They lay in their bags, knowing the end was
near, but knowing also they would not die in pain. They had seen how easily
each man had drifted into unconsciousness. It was hard to tell when life left.
The gale worsened and tore at the tent, knocking a pole across Greely and
Brainard, pinning them down.
	On June 22, as evening came on they heard a half-familiar sound. A
steam whistle? A ship could not have reached here so early in the season. But
there was that sound again, and a swell of hope propelled Greely to ask if
Brainard and Long could manage to climb the hill to look out over the sea.
They struggled through the wind to find only the ever-present view of waves
crashing on the rocks. Brainard, exhausted, shouted in Long’s ear he would
return. Long indicated he’d walk along the ridge to their signal flag, sure to
be blown over. As he picked up the broken oar with its tattered cloth flag,
a boat, with men rowing toward the shore, hoved into Long’s view. He waved
his flag, dropped it, and staggered down over the rocks, his legs shaking.
He reached the beach as these men, landing, ran toward him with outstretched hands.

Rescuers Exhume Bodies from Shallow Graves
That the USS Thetis, under the leadership of Commander Winfield Scott
Schley was standing off Cape Sabine was largely because of Henrietta Greely.
She was aware of War Secretary Robert Todd Lincoln’s lack of interest in
her husband’s expedition. The first relief, in 1882, had left too late and, as
a consequence, had run into ice-clogged waters as the short Arctic summer
turned to winter. In 1883, the Army lieutenant in charge, Lt. Garlington, was
out of his depth with a sea voyage. He sank his ship, but the government had
misjudged to have put him in this position. When Henrietta had learned that
Garlington had not waited for Lt. Greely’s party on the Greenland side, she
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realized that if she were to see her husband again, she must take matters into
her own hands. She had moved back into her father’s house in San Diego
with her two young daughters after Greely had left. From there, with the
help of General H.H. Lockwood in Washington, the young lieutenant’s
father, she had acted to persuade newspaper editors across the country to
stir public interest in Greely’s situation. Then Henrietta had the idea of
offering a $25,000 bounty to the fishing fleets patrolling those Arctic waters,
maximizing the search. This had to be voted on by Congress, but with
public support on Henrietta’s side, Congress was pressured to move quickly.
When the bill passed two weeks before Commander Schley pulled out of
the Brooklyn Navy Yard, her husband’s rescue was under the secure command
of the Navy.
	Schley had managed to get the ship through the spring ice, making a
record early arrival. And when Schley and his men reached Greely’s camp,
they realized that if they had arrived one or two days later, they might have
found everyone dead.
Around the half-collapsed tent were discarded tins, rotten clothing, metal
hoops from the wooden barrels they had cut for their fires, even sleeping
bags that must have belonged to the dead men. As Schley knelt down by the
entrance, he was nearly knocked over by the fetid smell coming from within.
These men, starving, hollow-eyed, and nearly buried in their own overgrown
hair, their clothing sloughing off their emaciated forms like bark off a dying
tree, appeared barely human. Which one was Greely? Schley spotted a man
wearing a filthy red cap trying to raise himself, with the help of another man,
to an erect position. He clasped a pair of spectacles in his bony fingers. When
Schley informed Greely that he was to bring back the men who had died,
Greely balked. “My men,” the lieutenant said in a raspy voice, “must lie where
they died.” He slumped back, his eyes staring.
But Schley, sorry to distress this man who had been through so much,
had his orders, and when he joined his men who were exhuming the shallow
graves, he saw, not entirely to his surprise, that some of these corpses had been
cut. The Greely party had turned into cannibals.
The facts are sketchy, but it’s possible to piece together what might have
gone on. The cuts had been made with a sharp instrument and by someone
who had the understanding of how to excise the fleshy parts. This seemed
to point to Dr. Pavy. Around the time of Lt. Lockwood’s death on April 9,
Pavy had elected to get them water from the pond near the cemetery. The
cutting likely began in secret. Perhaps Pavy had worked with Pvt. Henry. Sgt.
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Brainard, who crossed the ridge daily for the shrimp, may have caught on to
such disturbance. He was an observant man. He had already noted their belt
buckles and brass uniform buttons were kept burnished by the continually
blowing gravel. It seems likely he also noticed that the bodies were disturbed.
Brainard may have alerted Greely to what he had seen. Greely, himself,
was too weak to make the climb to the burial ground.
Here is another clue. In his journal on June 4, Brainard had written, “An
arrangement made between the Commanding Officer and four others and
myself by which our condition will be ameliorated.” Meaning, possibly, that
Greely had consulted with these five men and decided to add human flesh
to their diet, making the cannibalism official. Who were these five? Greely
would have picked the men who had been working hardest for the good of
the whole party. These could have been Brainard, their hunter Pvt. Long,
their hospital steward Pvt. Biederbick, Shorty, and Pavy, because as their
doctor, Greely could not have left him out.
The bodies of the first four who had died—this included Lockwood—were
not cut. Possibly this was because this flesh would not have been fresh enough
to have fought the scurvy, which responded best to fresh meat. Five of the ten
bodies buried on Cemetery Ridge were cut, starting with Pvt. Jewell buried
on April 12, except for Ned Israel. Why was Israel’s body not cut? Possibly
Greely had intervened. He had invited the young astronomer, a student at
the University of Michigan, and the two had formed a close friendship. At
the end, Greely had taken Israel into his own sleeping bag, and unbeknownst
to Israel, who would not have accepted it, gave him extra ounces. But Israel
died, and Greely was devastated that he would not be returning this young
man to his parents. Four bodies were dragged downhill to the tidal crack.
These had probably not been cut. And Pvt. Schneider’s body, left not far from
their tent, was found intact. But Henry’s body, abandoned to lie where he was
shot, was sliced up. Brainard, as their stores sergeant, could have taken on this
gruesome task, using the flesh for shrimp bait as well.
There is no direct mention of man-eating in the men’s diaries. Greely
claimed later that he was not aware of it. But how could he not have been?
The other survivors—Brainard, Long, Biederbick, Shorty, and Pvt. Maurice
Connell—shut their doors to reporters.
But the cut bodies were all the proof needed.
Cannibalism happened on prolonged sea voyages. It happened in the
Arctic, famously on the mid-nineteenth-century Franklin expedition seeking
the Northwest Passage. It happened when trappers or mountain men were
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caught in winter in the mountains of the American West, as on John Frémont’s
expedition. Greely’s men would have known about some of this. They also
would have known that if they had admitted to their act, they would have
rendered themselves unemployable.

The Aftermath
Lt. Greely went on to a full career applying his gifts for administration,
organization, and inventive leadership, proving those three Arctic years of illconsidered leadership at Fort Conger an aberration.
	Sgt. Brainard had expressed his frustration with Greely’s leadership during
their open boat retreat, confiding to his diary on August 19 and 20, 1883, “All
the ignorance, stupidity, and an egotistical mind without judgment can do in
the injury of our cause is being done. Why will the United States government
persist in sending a fool in command of Arctic expeditions?”
Yet Brainard believed that Greely could hold the men together and had
resisted Dr. Pavy’s mutinous attempt. On the boat voyage, Greely began to
learn how to listen to his men, and that made all the difference in their struggle for survival in the remaining nine months. No mutiny materialized. The
“official” cannibalism occurred after they had exhausted every food source
and were living on the crustaceans, lichens, and leather from their sleeping
bags and sealskin pants. Greely and most likely Brainard made sure the body
cutting was conducted in an orderly manner. No one died through aggression or brutality. Sadly, their frostbitten man, Cpl. Elison, died on the Thetis
from blood poisoning. He was stable in the below-freezing temperatures of
Camp Clay. But when moved to the warmth of the ship, the doctors could
not protect him from infection.
	Of the six who survived, five had given all they could to work for the benefit of all. This says volumes about the nature of survivors. But there is always
an exception and here it was Pvt. Connell. He was a strong man but chose
to husband his energy and acted the malingerer at Camp Clay. A crony of
Pvt. Henry’s, he could have participated in the body cutting before it became
official. Connell was on the verge of death, his eyes glazed, his legs numb to
his thighs when the rescue arrived.
Greely’s homecoming was marred by headlines that shot across the nation:
“HORRORS OF CAPE SABINE,” shrieked the New York Times on August
12, 1884. “Brave men, crazed by Starvation and Bitter Cold, Feeding on the
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Dead Bodies of their Comrades.” In the effort to dramatize the horrors, the
Times omitted the acts of heroism and sacrifice: Pvt. Long and Eskimo Jens
bringing in the Good Friday Bear, Brainard shrimping for them in the bitter
cold, Sgt. Rice pushing himself over the brink to get them food, everyone
sharing his own rations to keep Elison alive.
Their Farthest North record, their proudest effort, was belittled as exceeding
the English by only four miles. President Chester A. Arthur questioned: was
all that suffering and death worth it? Years later, noted whaling captain Bob
Bartlett turned down invitations to join the Cosmo Club because Greely was
a member. The cannibalism, in particular, was to plague Greely for the rest
of his life. Yet it was Greely’s decision, so enigmatically phrased in Brainard’s
June 4 entry, that ensured the lives of six. In Jan Marcin Weslawski and Joanna
Legezynska’s 2002 article, “Chances for Arctic Survival: Greely’s Expedition
Revisited,” the authors write, “Without cannibalism, it seems unlikely that
anyone, having attained an individual energy deficit of over 86,000 kcal
[kilocalories] before the rescue of June 1884, could have survived.”
	It was acknowledged, though, that the scientific work was well carried
out, making an important contribution to the International Polar Year. The
tidal-gauge figures Greely brought back, together with Lt. Lockwood’s observations on his Farthest North, produced convincing evidence that Greenland was an island, not a landmass that carried to the Pole, a disputed point.
Greely’s own work, Three Years of Arctic Service (Scribner’s, 1886), along with
the sheets of closely observed data, provided material that informed how scientists and explorers would view the Arctic for decades to come.
A question that has long been debated, because there was only
one working rifle in camp, was, “Who shot Pvt. Henry?” Henry was put
before a firing squad of three on that afternoon of June 6. The three involved
went to their graves with that secret. But, reasoning it out, how could it
not have been Sgt. Brainard? He was senior to privates Shorty Frederick and
Long. Brainard carried a profound sense of responsibility. He was unsparing
of himself throughout their time in the Arctic, and he probably knew he could
handle the burden of killing this man who showed no repentance, no remorse
at stealing their food, because Brainard very likely knew about Henry’s past:
his thievery while in the 7th Cavalry that earned him a dishonorable discharge
and prison sentence. His escape and murder of a man in a barroom brawl and
subsequent reenlistment under an alias. Henry had stood tall in the back
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row of the group photograph taken in Rice’s brother’s studio in Washington
before they left. This picture, appearing in Harper’s Weekly, had made its
way out to the western forts where he could have been identified. Brainard
wrote in his diary on April 27, 1884, “Henry brewed the issue of alcohol
without authority & stole enough of the precious fluid to get thoroughly and
disgustingly drunk. He is a born thief as his 7th Cavalry name will show—
a perfect fiend.” Brainard, it appears, knew of Henry’s crimes. But perhaps
found out too late. Brainard would not have wanted to say anything to
Greely that challenged the commanding officer’s selection of men. Besides,
Henry could be sent back with the relief. But the ship never arrived at Fort
Conger, and Brainard ended up carrying the weight of knowing what kind
of man Henry was for the rest of the expedition, suggesting that this most
conscientious and responsible of men would have willingly taken upon
himself the burden of executing Henry.
The hero of the Greely expedition was Sgt. Brainard. Without
him, the doctor and Lt. Kislingbury would have mutinied. Brainard questioned Lt. Greely’s decisions, but he understood the importance of keeping
the leadership in Greely’s hands as the best means of maintaining discipline
and holding the party together. If the men had fractured into camps, each
with his own pile of ammunition, killing was almost inevitable. That there
were seven men alive when the rescue arrived can be accredited to Brainard’s
ability to understand that the power must remain with their chief, Greely,
despite his faults.
But at Camp Clay, Greely was a different leader than he had been at Fort
Conger. He was, basically, a humane man, and when they were struggling for
their lives, this humanity emerged. He learned how to care for his men. As
Pvt. Biederbick wrote, Greely had shown “more force of character” than Biederbick had given Greely credit for: “Better that he and our records be saved
than all of us put together. I am very sorry not to have sooner found out his
full worth.”
Greely’s wife, Henrietta, admitted to Brainard that she did not think
her husband ever faced his mistakes. Greely was lucky to have such a wife,
described in her lengthy obituary in the Army and Navy Register as “a noble
woman of such unselfish character as is rarely found.”
Greely was also lucky to have had Brainard. Brainard stayed in Washington
after he retired because, as he said to a reporter of the Washington Sunday Star
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on February 23, 1936, “Lt. Greely was here. I could have lived any place else,
but we were the last left from the expedition, and had been friends for so
many years, and had enjoyed each other so much.” This from the man who
said in the same article that if they’d stayed at Fort Conger, “they would
have made out all right, for musk oxen and seal assured a meat supply, and
conditions were better.” He then added, “Lient. [sic] Greely had his orders,
though, and as a good soldier, he carried them out.”
Brainard understood what it meant to be loyal. He also knew how to
make this loyalty work for the good of Greely’s expedition. At Camp Clay,
Greely learned how to be the kind of leader his party needed. Greely had
valued Brainard throughout the expedition, calling him “my mainstay in
many things.” Years later, in a letter dated September 3, 1938, Brainard, in
reply to a letter from William Hobbs of the University of Michigan, wrote,
“In the last years of Gen. Greely’s life he often said to me and to others that
but for my efforts that last winter there would have been no survivors left.”
Then Brainard modestly added, “But this sounds like boasting.”
This friendship would have been reason enough for the two men to dine
at the Cosmos Club on the anniversary of their rescue, June 22, choosing
a menu Lockwood, so intensely focused on food, had recited for them at
Camp Clay.
A.W. and Henrietta Greely raised four more children. In
1914, only four years before Henrietta died, but after his retirement from
the Army, Lt. Greely and Henrietta began spending summers in Conway,
New Hampshire, drawn by previous summers spent with Henrietta’s cousins.
The family occupied Hidden House, well named for its location at the end
of a narrow and winding track that became Greeley Road, perpetuating a
misspelling of the explorer’s name. The Greely family put down roots: one
daughter married the well-known doctor Harold Shedd; daughter Rose
summered for many years in South Conway; and granddaughter Sally Shedd
lived on Conway Lake until her death. Greely died in 1935 at 91, having
received his country’s greatest award, the Congressional Medal of Honor.
The citation read, “for his life of splendid public service.” Indeed, it had
been. Except for those three years in the Arctic where the man seemed out
of his depth. Unable to adapt his military rigidity to the circumstance, those
two years at Fort Conger were marked by dissension and discord. He could
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be accused of cowardice by not standing up to the doctor. By not spending a
third winter at Fort Conger, he could have been accused of saving his career.
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Screech Owl
It calls nearby again,
from forte to pianissimo,
a drunkard’s yodel,
the witch’s stunt,
a shudder of the limbs
before sleep dominates,
a rush of headlights
paving the bedroom walls.
The incantation never tires,
confounding the north
with panic attacks, jokes
without rebuttal.
The jungle night’s
off-guard staccatos,
planetary static,
	October glossolalia.
Francis Blessington

Francis Blessington’s poems have appeared in Arion, Arizona Quarterly, Denver
Quarterly, Harvard Magazine, The Sewanee Review, Yale Literary Review, and Yankee,
among many other publications.

SUMMER/FALL 2016 31

Wild Katahdin?
Will growing numbers of thru-hikers and disruptive behavior
remove “Maine’s greatest mountain” from the AT?
Lucille Stott
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n July 15, 2015, trail runner Scott Jurek became the fastest human to thru-hike the Appalachian Trail. For 46 days, he had
sped northward to Maine along the roughly 2,190-mile route, summiting
Katahdin triumphantly, amid a swirl of social media and champagne bubbles. Jurek was by no means the first AT hiker who flouted Baxter State
Park’s backcountry rules—including a twelve-person group limit and no
alcohol in public—but he became the poster boy for unacceptable behavior.
Print and online media outlets showed Jurek popping a bottle of champagne
by the summit sign with his boisterous support crew and promoters eager to
toast his achievement and trumpet his success to the world below.
A park ranger cited Jurek on three counts: traveling in a group larger than
twelve, littering, and public consumption of alcohol, while Jurek responded
angrily that he was being used as a scapegoat. Ultimately, the first two citations
were dismissed, and Jurek paid a $500 fine for the public drinking charge. The
day after Jurek’s summit celebration, Jensen Bissell, the park’s superintendent,
posted a stern note on the park’s Facebook page acknowledging Jurek’s
“remarkable physical accomplishment” while criticizing the barrage of
hired media folk—including videographers and their equipment—who had
converged on Baxter Peak amid the park’s wilderness landscape.
The tallest mountain in Maine, at 5,269 feet, Katahdin (meaning “the
greatest mountain”) was named by the Penobscots, who still consider it
a sacred place. The Penobscots believed that Pamola, the god of thunder,
protected the holy mountain. When Henry David Thoreau wrote of his 1846
visit to the mountain, he expressed awe at the forbidding nature of its remote
reaches and noted that Pamola “is always angry with those who climb to
the summit of Ktaadn.” Although Pamola appears to have mellowed over
time, his nerves likely jangled as Jurek popped the cork, another of the small
but visible number of Katahdin summiters who turn a hard-won wilderness
experience into an excuse to party.
“Thousands of people, including Mainers and others from all over the
world, visit Baxter Park and hike in the Park’s wilderness . . . ,” wrote Bissell
in his Facebook post. “People celebrate their accomplishment, often with
their families and often many times over, quietly and with appreciation for
this precious gift left to us in perpetuity by Percival Baxter. These ‘corporate
events’ have no place in the Park and are incongruous with the Park’s mission
Trail runner Scott Jurek, celebrating his Appalachian Trail speed record, opens a bottle
of champagne at the AT terminus, on the summit of Katahdin, on July 12, 2015. Park
rangers were nearby. Jurek later paid a $500 fine for this moment. BOB NAJAR/IRUNFAR.COM
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of resource protection, the appreciation of nature and the respect of the
experience of others in the Park.”
Bissell also makes clear in his post that federal designation of the AT does
not extend to the approximately fifteen miles that fall inside the park’s borders. As he put it, “The AT within the park is hosted at the consideration of
the Baxter State Park Authority.”
The part of Bissell’s message that captured the most attention was his hint
that the three-member Maine state authority that governs the park is considering removing Katahdin as the AT’s northern terminus: “The Authority is
currently considering the increasing pressures, impacts, and conflicts that the
Appalachian Trail brings to the Park and if a continued relationship is in the
best interests of Baxter State Park.”
Readers’ responses to the controversy were swift, plentiful, and passionate.
Jurek’s many supporters, some ultrarunners themselves, blasted the park
for its limits on freedom of access and curbs on behavior and railed against
the idea that the iconic Katahdin—which many view as the Holy Grail of a
thru-hiker’s quest—might be withdrawn from the trail. Equally loyal Baxter
supporters chided Jurek for exploiting the moment for personal gain and
overtly disregarding well-established rules meant to protect the park’s wild
and fragile terrain and respect the experience of other hikers.
Exactly where all this will lead in the long run is yet to be determined. But
even as interim measures are being put in place to mitigate the problems, the
possibility that the AT could eventually lose Katahdin as its northern terminus remains very real.
Though the recent controversy became headline news, the tension
between the demands of the ever-increasing AT thru-hikers and the park’s
unique mission did not begin with the Jurek party’s run-in with a ranger. This
tension has, in fact, been simmering for several years.
Eight months before the Jurek controversy, on November 19, 2014, Bissell
sent a six-page, single-spaced letter to officials of the Appalachian Trail
Conservancy. He wrote that the park’s model of backcountry management
conflicted with the AT’s approach and listed disturbing instances of entitlement
and disruptive behavior among a small percentage of the expanding numbers
of thru-hikers.

Two Different Approaches to Backcountry Access
At the heart of it all are two widely divergent approaches to backcountry
use. The Appalachian Trail, begun in 1921 and completed in 1937, is overseen
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The Appalachian Trail meanders its final miles in Baxter State Park. The park built
its shelters known as The Birches in 2002 to handle exploding numbers of northbound
thru-hikers, who had once stayed at a lean-to at Daicey Pond. larry garland/appalachian
mountain club

by a disparate group of public and private organizations, including the
Appalachian Trail Conservancy, the National Park Service, the U.S. Forest
Service, a number of public agencies within the fourteen states that it traverses,
and 31 local trail-maintaining clubs, including the Appalachian Mountain
Club. Named the first National Scenic Trail in 1968, the AT became part of
the National Park Service at that time and is partially supported by tax dollars.
It remains the longest marked trail in the United States, stretching from
Georgia to Maine. Although the trail’s caretakers have always encouraged
responsible behavior and respect for the AT’s wilderness landscape, they
have chosen to encourage and promote recreational use and permit
unlimited access.
	In 1981, a branch of the National Park Service published an “AT
Comprehensive Plan,” outlining guidelines for managing the trail. Following
are some of the relevant passages highlighting its management policies:
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•
•

•
•

•

Managers will foster an unregimented atmosphere and otherwise
encourage self-reliance and respect for trail values by users.
Hiker regulations will be kept as unrestrictive as possible, and
should be developed only to the extent they are proven necessary
to protect the physical trail, its environment, and the interests of
adjacent landowners.
Incompatible activities will be controlled by educational efforts
and, failing this, by enforcement of laws and trail regulations.
Appropriate state, federal, and local agencies will see that the
purposes of laws and regulations are not neglected within their
jurisdictions. Where problems develop, noncoercive solutions—
design, education, volunteer ridgerunners, or caretakers—are
preferred. Enforcement of regulations should not detract, if
possible, from the hiking experience and be exercised only in a
way that complements and reinforces educational approaches.
Where the footpath is within the Appalachian Trail corridor
purchased by the National Park Service, or is outside the
boundaries of existing public areas, the Trail clubs and their
agency partners will work with local law enforcement officials to
assure their understanding of law enforcement needs and of the
primary emphasis on education.
Management actions will discourage activities that would
degrade the trail’s natural and cultural resources or social values,
such as use by groups or organizations involved in promotion,
sponsorship, or participation in spectator events or competitive
activities, or by groups which by their size or commercial
interest generate use which is inconsistent with the concept of a
simple footpath.

These guidelines clearly favor education as the primary approach to hiker
behavior along the AT and place regulation and use of law enforcement as
last resorts.
	In 2005, the 80-year-old Appalachian Trail Conference changed its name
to the Appalachian Trail Conservancy to place a stronger emphasis on the
need to protect the trail’s rich natural resources. The ATC itself has no law
enforcement authority and so relies on its land management partners along the
trail to set rules—on things like camping, fires, and group size—and enforce
them within their jurisdiction. It has thus far stopped short of establishing
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limits on access, preferring to rely on enhanced educational programming
and personal responsibility. Ultimately, the sheer length of the AT and the
fact that it traverses so many different states and jurisdictions make it difficult
to control hiker behavior in any consistent way.
At the opposite end of the management spectrum is Baxter State Park,
which is not really a state park as most people understand that term. Its
original 200,000 acres were a gift from a former Maine governor, Percival
P. Baxter, who donated 28 separate parcels to the people of Maine from 1931
to 1963, intending the land to be used primarily as a wilderness sanctuary.
The park, which now extends to 209,644 acres and includes 46 mountains,
55 lakes and ponds, virgin forest, rare plants and animals, and fragile
alpine terrain, remains privately funded from Baxter’s original $7 million
endowment, a fact unknown to many hikers who resent its limits on public
access and rules of conduct.
Financial independence has allowed Baxter State Park’s governing board to
honor the wishes of Baxter, who put the resources of the park first and people
second. In specific instructions about how the public trust was to be managed in perpetuity, set out in the 28 deeds of trust, he privileged preservation
over recreation and underscored his wish that the acres he was leaving behind
be kept pristine and “forever wild.” He welcomed hikers on the 200 miles of
rugged hiking trails, hoping they would attract “those who love nature and
are willing to walk and make an effort to get close to nature.” Though he
sanctioned roads, motorized vehicles, campgrounds, and timber harvesting
in designated areas, he insisted that recreation should not “encroach upon
the wilderness.”
As a result, Baxter’s rules for access and behavior distinguish the park from
most other sectors of the AT. The park’s two distinct entry points help control
the impact of the roughly 70,000 annual visitors, half of whom head to the
three trails leading up Katahdin. The park also limits the number of vehicles
that can park at trailheads each day and requires advance reservations for
overnight camping. Hikers may not bring pets, drink alcohol in public, or
camp overnight after October 15. “We don’t want to keep people out, and
we don’t want the park to become anathema,” said Bissell. “But we want to
ensure that all our visitors find the emotional, visceral connection they’re
seeking when they come here. Everything we do is meant to foster that
connection and help people experience the raw power of nature. This is
the opportunity our mission gives us, and we continually try to manage it the
best way we can.”
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The two management models are so different that it is something of a
miracle the AT’s various entities have managed to partner companionably
with Baxter since the early 1930s, when legendary AT developer and native
Mainer Myron Avery got his wish to end the trail at his beloved Katahdin
rather than at Mount Washington, as originally planned.

Numbers Becoming “Unsustainable”
The major cause of strain at Baxter State Park is the steep increase in the
number of hikers who have sought to complete the entire Appalachian Trail,
a trend that reflects the enormous growth in backcountry recreation around
the world during the past half-century. According to figures published by
the Appalachian Trail Conservancy, only 59 trail completions were reported
from 1936 to 1969. Then in 1970 the numbers began to rise, a trend
attributed to the countercultural, back-to-the-land ethic of the time and the
surprising popularity of the book Appalachian Hiker: Adventure of a Lifetime
(Appalachian Books, 1971), by Ed Garvey, one of ten recorded thru-hikers
that year. By the end of 1970s, the term 2,000-miler had taken hold, a sign
that completing the trail had become more than a passing fad. Each decade
since has seen the numbers grow significantly, with a second notable bump
following the 1998 publication of Bill Bryson’s bestseller, A Walk in the Woods
(Broadway Books).
AT thru-hikers are divided into three groups: northbounders, who leave
from Springer Mountain, Georgia, and hike more-or-less continuously to the
northern end point (only an estimated one in four makes it all the way);
southbounders, who begin at Katahdin and hike down to Springer (about
one in ten thru-hikers moves in this direction); and alternative thru-hikers—
dubbed “flip-floppers”—who start somewhere along the trail and hike one
way, then begin again and hike the rest of the trail the other way, all within
a 12-month period. A fourth group, section hikers, takes more than a year to
complete the trail in noncontiguous pieces.
	Northbound thru-hikers have by far the greatest impact on Baxter because
of their numbers and the fact that those who manage to get to the park—
a recorded 995 in 2015—are physically tapped out. Some are traveling so lightly
by then that they are not equipped for the unforgiving weather that can often
visit the region even in summer, park officials said. The problems can develop
into extra work for busy rangers. On some early mornings, as many as 300
day- and long-distance hikers start up Katahdin at the same time.
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The Few Spoil Things for the Many
Bad behavior among some hikers is another big concern. Unfortunately, it
is plaguing trails worldwide, not just the Appalachian Trail. At the biannual
Alpine Stewardship Conference sponsored by the Waterman Fund and
hosted in November 2015 by Baxter State Park, several representatives
from backcountry organizations in the Northeast reported irresponsible,
disrespectful behavior on their trails. Far from leaving no trace, they said,
some hikers are off-loading garbage, tramping and camping in fragile
areas, engaging in loud, alcohol-fueled parties, and even defecating on
the trails.
Holly Sheehan of the Maine Appalachian Trail Club bemoaned the “trail
magic” fad—the leaving of food behind for others—a practice that attracts
wildlife and most often becomes trash. She also warned of the dangers of
illegal fires along the trail and cited one college orientation group that threw
a keg party at Gulf Hagas.
	Sally Manikian, the backcountry resource conservation manager for the
Appalachian Mountain Club (and News and Notes editor for this journal),
says she takes a long view of such bad behavior from her perch in the White
Mountains, the most populated and used recreation area in the Northeast.
“None of this is really new,” she said. “The Leave No Trace movement in
the 1970s was a direct response to hikers’ misuse of trails in the 1960s, when
they were said to be ‘loving the mountains to death.’ The University of New
Hampshire has an archive of photos from that time. There’s one taken in
1962 showing an overflowing trash bin at Liberty Spring shelter. It was pretty
disgusting.”
Today, AMC maintains 300 miles of AT trails—some of the most rugged
of the entire trail—and Manikian said she and other stewards find themselves
regularly gathering up piles of discarded orange peels, packing out human
waste, and rehabilitating trails and campsites. “We are on an upward trend of
use,” she said. “Over the 40 years of our program, we’ve documented peaks
and valleys, periods of steady rise and decline. We are currently on a rise and
are seeing some record-breaking use figures lately.”
	In addition to the nine campsites staffed with caretakers charging a fee
in the summer months, Manikian said AMC encourages use of five non-fee
campsites along the part of the AT it maintains (there are an additional four
campsites on the Grafton Loop Trail, which includes about five miles of the
AT) because it guarantees composting of human waste, protection of water
quality, and reduction of heavy-impact camping. “We’ve always been on the
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forefront of management techniques, because we have so many visitors we
have no choice but to respond,” she said.
	Only a small percentage of White Mountain visitors are AT thru-hikers,
but the AMC recognizes that this group has special needs and has prepared
a handout to educate distance hikers about the unique landscape they
will encounter in that area of the AT, particularly in the remote 100-Mile
Wilderness they must traverse before entering Baxter, and the difficulty of the
22 trails along the route.

A Call for Help
In his 2014 letter, Jensen Bissell describes much the same behavior problems in
Baxter State Park that other backcountry stewards are reporting in their areas,
including drug and alcohol use in public, hiking together in large numbers,
loud parties that disrupt other hikers, sneaking into the park late to camp
illegally, refusal to pay the reduced $10 camping fee, and an entitled attitude
that puts special demands on rangers and facilities. Bissell even notes that a
few hikers have brought false service dogs into the park to flout the no-pets
rule. “The culture and attitude of many AT hikers seems to be changing,” he
writes. “AT hikers are open and deliberate in their desire for freedom from all
rules and regulations during their thru-hike, but fulfilling our Park mission at
times involves the use of some regulations.”
His words highlight the unique bind that places Baxter State Park stewards in a different position from other backcountry managers: they will not be
able to fulfill the park’s clear mission—considered sacrosanct—if something
isn’t done to keep thru-hiker numbers in the park manageable.
	In a conversation a year after sending this letter, Bissell continued his
urgent call for change on the part of the AT’s other management entities.
“We are what we are,” he said of the park, “and we’ll always be what we are.
Our mission will not change. We’ll just keep trying to do it better.” Though
he readily acknowledges that the behavior issues in the park are caused by no
more than 5 percent of thru-hikers, most of these in groups, these problems
are so visible and disruptive and overall hiker numbers so high that it is getting
more and more difficult to protect the park’s lands and animals and ensure the
enjoyment of all hikers. Ideally, he would like to see a cap on the number of
hikers permitted to use the AT in a given season, but he knows that is unlikely
to happen.
Park naturalist Jean Hoekwater, who has been working on hiker education
in the park, among many other responsibilities, since 1988, expressed great
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AT 2,000-Milers by Decade

admiration for the efforts of thruhikers. “They have good reason
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5
to be proud,” she said. “But some
don’t understand that this resource
1940s
3
is very special—even sacred to a
lot of people. It doesn’t exist for a
1950s
14
particular group. The understanding of what we are and how they
1960s
37
fit into it must be deepened. We’re
not just here as the northern termi1970s
775
nus of the AT.”
Hoekwater said that she has
1980s
1,427
approached hiker education in
Baxter in the spirit of being as
1990s
3,332
unobtrusive as possible, relying
on “the authority of the resource,
2000s
5,912
not the badge. We want to believe
people are here from a shared love
2010–2015
5,171
of the place and that they feel some
attachment to the resource. We
Source: Appalachian Trail Conservancy,
expect they will work with us to
www.appalachiantrail.org/2000-milers
make the Baxter experience good
for all.”
Over the years, Hoekwater said, the park has instituted a number of
accommodations for AT thru-hikers, the only group to receive special treatment. These include a designated camping site; reduced overnight fees; educational materials, a website, and radio communications designed specifically
for long-distance hikers; a seasonal AT steward hired to greet thru-hikers as
they enter the park; and a year-round field ranger and administrative staff
member who serve as AT liaisons.
Calling the AT “a recreational miracle,” Hoekwater said all those involved
must nurture the idea that the quality of everyone’s outdoor experience is
based on personal responsibility and goodwill. “We have to get hikers enlisted
in being part of the solution,” she said. “We have to raise the prospect of what
each one of us can do for the landscape we’re enjoying. We have to counteract
the modern tendency of people to think, ‘It’s all there for me and someone
else is taking care of it.’”
Echoing Bissell’s belief that only a small percentage of hikers are currently
part of the problem, Hoekwater is still worried that the growing numbers
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Most thru-hikers pay homage to the Katahdin sign without libations at hand: Cay
Lodine, Phil Lodine, Christine Woodside, and Nat Eddy on the summit of Katahdin at
the end of their four-and-a-half-month journey in 1987. COWBOY PAUL LYBARGER

and disruptive behavior could continue in the wrong direction and get out
of control if the issues aren’t addressed now. “There are oodles of people
conforming with our regulations with no issues,” she said. “But the problems
that do exist have reached a critical point that can’t be ignored. We’ve done
about all we can do on our end. Now we need to work together.”

Cooperative Efforts Offer Hope for Resolution
Media accounts following Scott Jurek’s infractions and fines created the
impression that Baxter State Park and the Appalachian Trail Conservancy
were on opposite sides of a heated battle involving intractable differences
of opinion. In fact, representatives from the ATC support almost everything Jensen Bissell and Jean Hoekwater are saying and agree that some things
must change.
Claire Polfus, the Maine conservation resources manager for the ATC, was
disturbed, she said, by what she sees as wrong impressions left by the Jurek
stories. “People started believing in an us vs. them mentality,” she said. “I
heard from thru-hikers who said, ‘Maybe they don’t want us at Baxter.’ But
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hikers have always told me how nice and professional the Baxter staff has been
to them. I think the system for AT hikers in Baxter works well.”
	In the end, Polfus said the heated response to the Jurek story turned out to
be a good thing. “It gave us renewed purpose to solve the problem and even
helped reduce the behavior problems in Baxter after it happened,” she said. “But
we’re way beyond that now, and we’re working together to solve the problem.
We’re talking more and we’ve become stronger partners in the past year.”
Among the solutions already in place, she said, are beefed-up educational
program for hikers; an increase in trail ridgerunners and caretakers along
the AT to interact with hikers; a policy for managing numbers by dispersing
hikers along the trail; and an AT–Baxter task force specifically charged with
working in all the AT communities to raise awareness of the problems. The
ATC has also instituted a voluntary registration system that allows hikers
to pick their start dates and vary them to alleviate crowds at the southern
terminus.
“The AT is never going to be a park that has gate-keepers,” said Polfus.
“But we can do more to relieve the pressure on Baxter and help keep the
numbers entering there manageable. The use of public lands is rising across
the board. Everyone is facing behavioral issues. It seems to be a cultural thing.
My biggest hope is that people stop focusing on animosity and move toward
becoming part of the solution.”
Laurie Potteiger, information services manager for the ATC, meets
many of the thru-hikers who come through the ATC’s headquarters in
Harpers Ferry, West Virginia. She said she understands the problems cited by
Bissell and the Baxter staff. “We know they’ve come to a critical point,” she said.
“Baxter has unique goals and fragile alpine regions, so we understand what
they’re facing. We know the flow of hikers into the park has to be controlled in
some way.”
A solution she feels will make a big difference is one the ATC has been
promoting actively for a couple of years: encouraging flip-floppers. “The
biggest new trend among thru-hikers that’s helping disperse use is alternative
itineraries that start mid-trail,” she said. “Until a couple of years ago, people
who did something other than move straight through the trail did this in
an unplanned way. We’ve recently been encouraging people to be more
intentional about it, to ‘hike your own hike,’ because you can really start
anywhere. That allows you to avoid the crowds and extend your hiking
season. These patterns also enable flip-flop thru-hikers to arrive at Baxter well
ahead of most of the northbound thru-hikers.”
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Hikers can get on the AT from hundreds of access points. Some of the most
popular starting points for flip-floppers include Harpers Ferry; the Delaware
Water Gap on the Pennsylvania–New Jersey border; Shenandoah National
Park in Virginia; and Pawling, New York, where there is an Appalachian Trail
station on the Metro-North railway just 70 miles from New York City. Before
the 2015 season began, the ATC hosted a “Flip Flop Kick Off” to encourage
and support alternative routes, and its website (appalachiantrail.org) places
this option right beside northbound and southbound alternatives.
Potteiger said the ATC also is expanding its Leave No Trace education
by training master educators on its staff, offering courses to the public, and
developing a long-distance AT hiking workshop curriculum. Early in 2015,
the chair of the ATC Stewardship Council’s Trail and Camping Committee
led an effort to create a series of short, entertaining, AT-specific Leave No
Trace practice videos that can be viewed on the ATC website.
	In early March, just before the 2016 thru-hiking season got underway,
Baxter State Park and the ATC, after months of discussions, announced that
they would allow all AT hikers into the park but that all northbounders must
carry and show permits. They can acquire the free permits at two places in
Millinocket—the Appalachian Trail Lodge or Baxter State Park headquarters—or two places accessible from the trail—from the park steward at Abol
Bridge or the Katahdin Stream Campground. Hikers must give their real
names and trail names, and they must show these permits at the Togue Pond
or Matagamon gates (if they happen to go into town and re-enter the park
at those gates). They also must show the permits to rangers at The Birches
campsite and have the permits stamped at Katahdin Stream Campground
when they finish climbing Katahdin.
The park announced that it will post daily, on its Facebook page and at baxterstateparkauthority.com, the number of permit cards issued. “The Park will
maintain a list of the AT long distance hikers who were issued a completion
date on their card,” the announcement said. “This list will be published on the
Park website at the close of the summer hiking season each year.”
	Soon after the park’s announcement came the news that the ATC would
staff its visitor center in Monson, Maine (at the southern end of the 100-Mile
Wilderness), seven days a week. ATC officials said that this would prepare
northbound hikers for their approach to Baxter State Park. The ATC also
planned to hire an additional full-time staffer to roam the southern portions
of the trail, which are also seeing the impact of increased use.
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Will All This Be Enough?
As Baxter State Park’s staff and officials continue to work with the Appalachian
Trail’s management groups, it’s clear everyone understands the problem and
wants to help alleviate it. It’s also clear that both groups feel a strong need
to honor their respective missions and traditions. “We’ve always been as
unregulated as possible and we hope to remain that,” said Laurie Potteiger.
“Things have to be different, but we want hikers to be responsible and make
voluntary decisions that will reduce crowding and impact.”
	In keeping with that philosophy, the ATC has refused to issue Baxter State
Park permits at the Monson Visitor Center, preferring to let hikers wait until
they enter the park to secure their cards and to focus their efforts on increased
education in Leave No Trace behavior.
Will initiatives based on voluntary participation help the situation enough
to preserve Katahdin as the AT’s northern terminus? Those who believe in
open access to all public lands certainly hope so. Jensen Bissell said the Baxter
State Park Authority is willing to wait to see if the new strategies will bring
about positive change. “But they haven’t withdrawn the possibility of removing Katahdin from the AT,” he said. “We’ll have to see what the coming years
bring in terms of increased numbers.”
As more people continue to turn out—many unprepared for what they
find—wilderness degradation might indeed be a matter of sheer numbers
complicated by inexperience. The Great Smoky Mountains National Park
and Shenandoah National Park had already required permits for overnight
stays in the backcountry, with separate permitting for AT thru-hikers. So
it is not surprising to see Baxter move in this direction. At some point, the
authority might feel the need to limit the number of thru-hiker permits it
issues, but for now, it hopes the act of securing a permit card will be enough
to remind these hikers that they are entering a unique part of the AT and
should respect its distinctive character.
Ultimately, all the AT and Baxter stewards agree that the Jurek controversy
added a sense of impetus to their discussions that was not there before.
“Anything that brings more urgency to the efforts is a positive thing,” said
the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Sally Manikian, who believes Jensen Bissell
and Jean Hoekwater are being quite fair in their request for help. A member
of the ATC Regional Partnership Committee, Manikian said Bissell came
to the group “with open hands, asking for help from the whole community.
He’s definitely not making a big deal out of nothing. We have to talk at the
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national level about recreation and landscape in light of the overuse risk. We
at the AMC have been trying to do what we can and so has the ATC.”
But though the stewards have worked hard to find workable solutions
that will mitigate the problems while preserving their separate identities, the
hiking community remains divided. Jennifer Pharr Davis, who held the AT
speed record before Scott Jurek, spoke publicly just as Jurek was about to reach
Katahdin and break her record. “I am starting to realize that a true legacy is not
so much about performing when the whole world is watching, as it is a dedication to your cause when no one is watching,” she said, advising him to “hold
the record lightly.” That sentiment was echoed by an experienced thru-hiker on
Baxter State Park’s staff who said he felt it appropriate that thru-hikers “resume
their humility at Baxter after being lionized along the rest of the AT.”
	Of course, some hikers believe that the park overreacted to Jurek’s behavior.
They oppose all restrictions on public lands and feel that Baxter State Park has
no right to set limits on access to its trails. In the Winter 2014–2015 issue of
The Appalachian Long Distance Hiker, 2,000-miler Warren Doyle, a frequent
Katahdin summiter who once was jailed for trying to climb after the park
had closed, is quoted as saying, “It is a shame that a magnificent massif like
Katahdin finds itself imprisoned in a state park like Baxter.”
That’s one way of looking at it. Another way, perhaps the wiser way
considering our well-proven inability to control our human impact, is to look
at the majestic Katahdin—famously characterized by Henry David Thoreau
as “primeval, untamed, and forever untamable”—as a priceless and vulnerable
treasure in protective custody. Because of its unique mission, Baxter State
Park is in an unusual position to ensure the mountain’s welfare. Rather than
turning this crisis moment into a two-sided battle, those of us who cherish
our time in the woods need to realize there is only one side: the side that
is doing its best to ensure that Maine’s greatest mountain remains healthy,
well treated, and “forever wild.”

Lucille Stott, a freelance writer and editor, is a former teacher at Concord
Academy and a former editor of Appalachia. She lives in Brunswick, Maine.
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The Lake at the Pass
(Arapahoe Pass, CO)
A long sweeping curve of the trail above treeline,
the scree slope notched just wide enough for the path,
rivulets far below braid through green cushions of willow;
on either side, jagged peaks comb the soft clouds.
The hike to the pass cleans the lungs with fresh air.
The cold and clear lake delights the light with its ripples.
All the way down, the mystery deepens:
how every step of the path leads precisely to now.
Chris Hoffman

Chris Hoffman is the author of two books of poetry, Realization Point (Poetic
Matrix Press, 2011) and Cairns (iUniverse, 2013), as well as a book on ecopsychology
and spirituality: The Hoop and the Tree (Council Oak Books, 2000). Hoffman lives
with his wife and son along the eastern foothills of the Rocky Mountains.

SUMMER/FALL 2016 47

A Scoutmaster’s Fall
Three witnesses will never forget it
Crawford Coates

48 Appalachia

C

harles Bays Locker, 21 years old, lunched with three boys
on a remote California ridge. It was July 16, 1952. They ate nuts, cheese,
and raisins from old war-surplus drawstring bags. Sun shone on the remains
of a freakish winter. Old snow lay thickly across the dark gray granite passes,
which looked as if they rolled topsy-turvy away from them.
The foursome marked, with this brief rest, another first ascent—
Peak 12,360, which Bays called Lakeview Summit. An icy blue lake lay below.
He dubbed it Summit View Lake. This would be their third recognized
first ascent in as many days, although they had climbed seven routes in the
Sierra Nevada they thought to be unclimbed. Consummate Boy Scouts, they
called the peaks Tenderfoot Hill, Scout’s Rest, and Mount Ashie (because
their Order of the Arrow Lodge was called Ashie). This was a year before the
first summit of Mount Everest, and they had dreams of trying for it. At this
moment, that dream seemed well within reach.
After lunch, they continued along the ridge about an eighth of a mile.
Here, they faced a dramatic and sudden notch in the ridgeline that cut the
group from their destination, the highest peak yet to conquer: 13,046 feet.
The drop to the northeast appeared promising. Karl Hufbauer, tall and
vigorous, who at 15 years old was bigger than his scoutmaster, went forth
with confidence. “We wanted the fastest way down. I descended first,” Karl
recalled later. “Then Bays came down after me.” Karl’s younger brother, Gary,
13, followed Bays.
Donald Albright, a blond-haired 17-year-old, stayed on the ridge,
grinning in tennis shoes. “It wasn’t dangerous at all,” he would tell reporters
four days later. “We were just trying to make our way along this ridge to go
down a different way.”
The northeast route proved too much. The three soon turned back up the
chute toward the ridge. Donald offered their sole 50-foot rope down to help.
Bays refused it. “Karl and Bays were trying one side when they came to this
big rock. They had to climb over it to keep going,” Donald said. “Bays was
climbing it when all of a sudden it pulled out.”
“Bays had just given me a boost onto a rock,” Gary said. “Then it all went
out beneath him.”
“His last word was, ‘Rock!’” Karl said. “He and the rock whizzed by me.”
Charles Bays Locker, at left, a dynamic guide and beloved Boy Scout leader, stood on
the summit of Mount Whitney with Donald Albright, center, and Karl Hufbauer the
summer before the accident. courtesy of karl hufbauer
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Three boys, ages 13, 15, and 17 were left thereby alone on a desolate ridge
in the high Sierra.
Bays Locker was a name I knew well, growing up. My grandfather,
the district commissioner for the Boy Scouts of San Diego County’s North
Shore District, oversaw Bays’s troop and passed down his esteem for this
young man to the family in vague, mythic tones. He had attended Bays’s
funeral. My father, nine years Bays’s junior, spoke of Bays to me in the same
way a young boy speaks of the older boy he reveres. My father spoke of no
one else this way.
	Now I’m in Washington, D.C., six decades after the accident. It’s spring.
The cherry trees are blooming, and pollen billows through the warm air. I
drive through busy streets and soon leave that noisy world behind, climbing
stone steps and passing through heavy ornate doors into the Cosmos Club, a
vault of cold stone settled between the Indian and Estonian embassies.
“It affects me to this day,” said Gary Hufbauer, a man who nears his
seventh decade and yet is still Karl’s little brother, elbows astride a marble
tabletop. He sighs, rubs his hands. Years ago, he was a nervous math protégé.
He left San Diego at 18 for Harvard University, then earned a PhD in
economics at Cambridge University. He taught at the University of New
Mexico, earned a law degree at Georgetown University, and went on to a long
career in academics and government. He served as deputy assistant secretary
for international trade and investment policy at the U.S. Treasury, held
professorships at Georgetown University, and was the Maurice Greenberg
chair and director of studies at the Council on Foreign Relations. But I still
can see the gangly, 13-year-old sent out alone to seek help in a snowy wild.
“I think of Bays often,” Gary said, looking down at the glass of wine
before him. “He’s one of the best people I’ve known in my life.” When he
leaves to meet guests upstairs for dinner, he looks to me a little ghostlier than
when he had arrived.
His older brother, Karl, an emeritus history professor at the University
of California at Irvine, lives now in Seattle, where he works as a stone sculptor. His pieces with such names as “Sierra Vista” and “Young at Heart” were
inspired by “the ways in which erosion, earthquakes, and weathering shape
rocky terrains.”
Their bids for first ascents were not competitive, he said. “That was not
part of my motivation. We were all fired up by the [challenge] of Mount
Everest. . . . Bays and I talked about it all the time, to make history as it were.
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But, in retrospect, I have a very different attitude about it. I’ve thought one
should do things that are unique. I’ve always, as a historian, tried to be an
original writer and not a flashy writer.”
Karl has recently published a chapter about J. Robert Oppenheimer’s
role in the discovery of black holes, noted and esteemed by the celebrated
physicist Freeman Dyson. He is at base a historian, one who grapples with the
past. He yearns, even more than the others, to set this crooked record straight.
But he, too, seems vulnerable as he discusses his former scoutmaster. “The
first time I ever had a long phone call with anyone was with Bays. I remember
finishing the phone call—I’d never had a long phone call before. It was like
I was in love with him,” said Karl. He states this factually. “We went to his
bedroom and saw maps all over the walls and soon we had maps all over
our walls.”
Donald Albright now has
skin aged by the sun of eastern San Diego County, rural
Arizona, and Baja, California. He squints through thick
plastic-frame glasses, and
oftener than not he smiles
in a bemused and kind sort
of way. He’s a retired teacher
and geologist who looks
younger than his 80 years.
He prefers holding forth on
topics such as indigenous
cultures, geology, history,
and his own adventures. He
speaks softly, and he relives
the moment of the accident
as he tells it.
	It was, after all, Donald—
a family friend, but also simply a friend—who first told
me a cursory draft of the
tragedy, which I’d forgotten Charles Bays Locker stands in front of the south
except for the rudiments: that fork of the Eel River, near Cummings, California,
someone had died, and that in June 1951. karl hufbauer
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Donald had dragged out the body. It had happened somewhere in the middle
of nowhere, the sort of place Donald went.
	In spring 2008, I had the great fortune of driving most of the length of
Baja’s peninsula with Donald, my father, and my uncle. Somewhere around
Cataviña, a forest of painted rocks and boojum trees tangling up the sky,
on the rancho of one of Donald’s Baja friends, he began to tell the story in
its full detail. Each night, camped beside a fire, he would revisit details and
field questions.
“There was no question as to whether he survived,” Donald said, smiling
faintly in the campfire light. “He dropped maybe 200 feet. He was dead.”
He was alone in this certainty.
Gary said, “There was hope for me, after Bays fell, that he was still
alive. I was the youngest, and Donnie probably knew better, but we knew
that if he survived the fall, he would need two people to carry him out.”
“We were sending out for help,” said Karl. “I was hoping he survived. . . .
People have survived pretty severe falls.”
All three boys must have looked very young as they rushed down from the
ridge along a southwest-facing chute to a snow-covered talus slope. Donald,
although the eldest at 17, was much smaller than Karl. “We went as fast as
we could,” said Karl. “It was midafternoon and the sun wouldn’t last,” said
Donald. “We had to make some quick decisions.”
Karl and Donald immediately dispatched Gary to find help alone in
LeConte Canyon. Already an Eagle Scout, Gary had just completed seventh
grade at La Jolla Junior-Senior High School. He imagined Bays, whom he
revered, writhing in a snow bank, maybe dying. Running down the icy snow
along their line of ascent, he reached the base camp at Ladder Lake in the late
afternoon and provisioned himself—for what? The idea of an overnight hike
over Bishop Pass stopped him short: “I don’t know if I could have made that
ordeal,” he said. All he could do, this 13-year-old, was go on as he had been
told to do.
He hurried along the northern side of Ladder Lake, then descended
another chute to the north of the lake’s steep falls. The remaining trek down
to the Kings River was unclear, a steep decline of underbrush and scree
boulders covered in snow. “It was a very strenuous hike out,” said Gary. “But
I’ll tell you, the snow made it easier. It gave me something to climb on.”
As he reached the valley floor, the huge granite wall of the Citadel Peak
that looms over the valley bled out the last of its luminescence. The cold
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set in. He faced again the swollen, racing Middle Fork of the Kings River.
“The most difficult part for me on that solitary trip was crossing the Kings
River,” said Gary. “There had been a natural snow bridge coming in, but Bays
wouldn’t let us use that. Instead, we forged the river. . . . On the way out, I
had no choice [but to cross the snow bridge]. So I laid down spread eagle and
I crossed that snow bridge.” It held.
	Now safely on the other side of LeConte Canyon, his brother’s entreaty to
“go find help” stood starkly against the darkness that filled the canyon floor.
Gary headed north on the John Muir Trail, which seemed to him the most
likely place in this most unlikely of places to find anyone, beneath the pines
and crescent moon. He trudged for than a mile when, disbelieving his eyes,
he spotted flames glowing across a meadow. He ran for it. Beside the fire were
a man and woman. “It probably took five or ten minutes before I could give
them a coherent account,” said Gary. Even then, it was a hard story to comprehend: A man has fallen. A man named Bays. He needs help. Karl’s up there
with Donnie. Boy Scouts. They were going to climb down to help him. Troop 81.
They need help. . . .
Douglas and Ballard Engelbart, newlyweds, listened carefully. They
warmed the exhausted youth and fed him. “After making sure he had all
the names, San Diego contacts, and other details, Mr. Engelbart insisted he
would go for help,” Gary recalled. “They left me in their camp, with plenty of
firewood, good sleeping bags and food—my only assignment was to meet the
rescue party the next day.”
Douglas Engelbart had sought refuge and inspiration in wilderness
throughout his life. But his wife, Ballard, who had grown up in Berkeley, was
on her first visit to her husband’s beloved Sierras. She insisted on accompanying him, though, on the arduous fourteen-mile trek over Bishop Pass to the
nearest road. She had no idea what the trek would entail, through the dead of
night, in this strangely snowy season: the steep switchbacks out of LeConte
Canyon, through the snow-covered marshes of Dusy Basin, over icy rocks
and spires of Bishop Pass, down past the lakes of Timberline Tarns and finally
to Parcher’s Camp. It was a hike most experienced rescue climbers wouldn’t
do without great urgency and complete provisioning. Said Rick Sanger, a
longtime ranger assigned to LeConte Canyon for three years: “It’s beyond me
to imagine attempting this route in snowy conditions, let alone in the totality
of those conditions.”
Meanwhile, Gary settled in for the night in Little Pete Meadow, holding
out hope that Bays would be rescued.
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Charles Bays Locker was born on June 18, 1931, in Newton, Iowa.
His mother Zelma had lost her own mother three weeks earlier. His father,
Paul Lester Locker, had worked for a Standard Oil Company gas station in
Newton for four years, but after the family relocated to San Diego, where Zelma’s father lived, Paul couldn’t find work. By 1934, the couple was divorced,
but Zelma stayed in San Diego and raised Bays there. For part of his childhood, he and his mother lived in a rented house near Mission Beach. In the
summer of 1941, the story goes that Zelma won a prefabricated house from a
developer at the San Diego County Fair. She bought a tiny parcel at 803 Yarmouth Court and had the house erected there in the sand on the north end of
Mission Bay, which was then a huge dendritic mudflat that would rise and fall
with the tides, cutting the beach off from the rest of San Diego. Bays—even
as a boy known by his middle (and mother’s maiden) name—went to recently
constructed Mission Beach Elementary School each day. His mother went off
to the library. “They were a team,” said Gary.
	In 1942, 10 years old, Bays began to deliver the San Diego Journal
throughout Mission Beach and Pacific Beach. In 1948, at 17, he sold his paper
route to Donald for $30. Bays allegedly used the proceeds to bicycle solo
around Sequoia and Kings Canyon National Parks. That same winter he
saved a drowning 7-year-old from a storming Mission Bay (despite the fact
that he couldn’t swim).
While most of his cohort at La Jolla High School reveled in sports and the
beach life, Bays couldn’t swim or throw a ball. But at 16, he began to keep a
photo album that documents emerging fascinations: the natural world, the
beaches and freeways, and, while visiting his aunt, the Laguna Mountain
Range. He wanted a mountain place of his own, with his young friends, a sort
of Neverland, which he would soon find.
At the foot of a south-facing chute, Karl descended, followed
by Donald. Karl’s hope vanished when he arrived to find Bays’s head buried
in rock at the foot of the northeast-facing chute on the other side of the ridge.
Bays had fallen about 50 feet before he made contact with rocks below.
Then he fell another 120 feet in a rocky landslide, according to the report Karl
would give to the Berkeley chemist Joel Hildebrand of the American Alpine
Club. “He fell about 200 feet before making impact. Then he tumbled a lot
further. Maybe another 500 feet,” Donald told one newspaper reporter. The
rockslide that followed his fall had lasted about five minutes. “His head was
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buried,” Karl said, in “gravel and stones. . . . His head and body were so badly
battered that he must have died during the fall.”
“The body—the head—the head was all crushed. Lots of bruises, all black
and blue,” Donald said. “Some blood, but mostly it was intact.” His camera
and watch were also intact. “I knew Bays wouldn’t have wanted to be hauled
out like that. He’d have preferred to have been left up there. But I remembered up there on the mountain that he was an only child, and so we decided
that we had to bring him down no matter what.”
	So they proceeded: tying the rope around his ankles, walking beyond him
about 20 feet or so, and then dragging him to them. And so on, they trudged
across the ice fields and granite: “He was much bigger than me and the snow
was furrowing. . . . As it got later, it got very cold,” said Donald. “Our feet
went numb. Any water we could find, we soaked our feet in. The rivulets that
ran through the snow, we’d soak our feet because we figured the water was
warmer than the snow.”
Exhausted and about a half-mile from the base camp at Ladder Lake, they
buried the body in snow and left for camp for the night.
For all its growth, Mission Beach remains close-knit among
the old-timers. Word spread that I was interested in the story of Bays Locker.
Pretty soon a house being demolished in the College Area produced a photo
album, delivered to a local history buff, John Fry, delivered to me, and this
is the firmest testament I have to who Bays was: meticulous notes, fascinations, treks, his eye, all in his time. There’s a photo Bays took from the foot
of his block of the bay on February 1, 1949, either in the early morning or
early evening, I can’t tell. In the foreground is a broken-down wooden dock,
a faint trickle of water working through the sand, and a wide placid body of
water that had receded deeply, creating a small island. This little black-andwhite picture is mostly gray. Across the water are some small, faint one-story
structures. The photo at a quick glance could be easily mistaken for an empty
place, a place of desolation. But in the tiny details emerge human artifacts—
lights from houses on the opposite shore scarcely recognizable to us today,
because that shore later changed so much. In a sense, he was born to what
we might call wilderness. Or, at least, he was born to a place worthy of
steady exploration.
	It seems obvious now that Bays and his mother occupied a pivotal moment
there. The ocean was on one side, the bay on the other, and the tide cut their
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sandbar off from the rest of the city. They were a unique community in those
days, before Mission Bay was dredged.
“The Beach,” as Zelma called it, began the transition from backwater to a
bedroom community in the midst of the baby boom.
Karl Hufbauer’s father, Clyde, was an architect who designed 16 middle,
junior, and senior high schools in his career in San Diego. He built 60
elementary schools and contributed significantly to the campuses of the city’s
multicampus college system. The Hufbauers lived in a small modern beach
cottage of his design in Mission Beach. The father believed in self-reliance,
was an outdoorsman, and ambitious. He saw in Scouting, as embodied by
Bays, an opportunity for his sons. The eldest son, Karl, joined Troop 81 in
1950. “[Our father] didn’t like Boy Scouts until he saw that it was his agenda:
to be self-reliant in the out of doors.” In 1951, Karl’s brother Gary joined the
troop. “My father respected Bays enormously,” said Gary.
Bays by this time had developed a reputation as wilderness wunderkind.
Donald describes the Boy Scout troop before Bays took charge of it: “We’d
tie some knots and play some football, and maybe once in a while plan some
local trip—up to Torrey Pines or the Lagunas or something—but it wasn’t

Charles Bays Locker, left, and Karl Hufbauer at the junction of the Muir and Mono
Creek trails during a YMCA trip in August 1951. courtesy of karl hufbauer
56 Appalachia

very well organized.” By 1950, Bays, age 19—too old for Scouting’s highest
honor, Eagle Scout, too old in fact for Boy Scouts—was essentially in charge
of a flourishing Troop 81. “Even though there was a scoutmaster on paper,”
said Karl, “Bays ran things. Parents helped out with transportation and
things, but the scoutmaster was a figurehead.” Bays planned, for example,
an annual Christmas tree sale—ordering trees from Oregon, setting prices,
negotiating a church lot for sales—that funded trips throughout the year,
including a summer Sierra trek. He ordered dehydrated foods from a military
supplier in Compton, California. He studied maps and all available literature
until he was expert. He rented trucks when necessary, and he secured adult
supervision and support. “Bays was the core. Of Troop 81, he was it,” said
Gary. “Even before he became scoutmaster, he was a father figure.”
	Naturally, then, when the Boy Scouts District Council planned a districtwide backpacking trip to the High Sierras in the summer of 1951, the
commissioner asked Bays to plan this too. It was to be classic High Sierras
in July: skirting the peaks of the White Divide to the Palisade Glacier (the
southernmost glacier in the United States) and surrounding lakes of Palisade
Basin, giving way to Dusy Basin and the many lakes south of South Lake—
a tumble of granite and pine and crossed by trout-filled streams.
Bays led the Council on the tromp from Taboose Pass to South Lake
with a copy of Hervey Harper Voge’s 1949 preliminary edition of the classic
A Climber’s Guide (Sierra Club) close at hand. The 1954 edition would describe
the peripheral westward region: “South of Goddard Divide, between LeConte
Canyon and the White Divide, is the wildest part of the High Sierra. Perhaps
no more than a dozen parties have been through the Enchanted Gorge since
its discovery. Of the Ragged Spur peaks, only Scylla is known to have been
climbed and that but once. Place names are rather far between. From the old
map, it is apparent that the Geological Survey parties were not too familiar
with the topography. Lack of trails, rugged terrain, high altitude and low
timberline, remoteness, and the lack of any great number of mountaineers
who would prefer to cope with these conditions—all this has contributed
to the final result: a knapsacker’s wilderness, as black, ragged, and enchanting as its place names.” The 1949 edition only covered the southern part of
that particular trek. The rest of the trek—specifically, the Black Divide—was
covered by Voge in the May 1951 issue of the Sierra Club Bulletin1 and Bays,
1. Hervey Harper Voge, “A Climber’s Guide to the High Sierra: Part VII. The Kings-Kern
Divide and the Adjacent Crest,” Sierra Club Bulletin, 36, no. 5 (May 1951): 106–125.
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who joined the Sierra Club early that year, brought this with him too. Guidebook writer R.J. Secor notes the Black Divide was “one of the wildest parts of
the High Sierra . . . not accurately charted until the 1950s.”
“I could see Bays thinking about it on that trip, planning the next trip in
his mind,” said Donald. For the rest of the Scout Council, this was a backpacking trek. For Bays, it was a reconnaissance mission skirting the mother
lode of possible first-ascents.
	On July 19, eight days into the trip, Bays led a group that included Donald
up the 14,250-foot North Palisade. Three days later, Bays bagged his firstroute ascent: a Class-4 scramble with a group that included Donald and Karl
up the north wall of the Citadel.
“We reached a point where the creek seemed to leap off into space, for
we could hear it below us no more,” Bays wrote in his report of the trek.
“I peered over the edge but could see nothing but a black void, as complete
darkness had now set in.” They turned around and headed back for the peak
they were attempting to descend from. Roped together and moving one at
a time, they worked their way back from whence they had come. They were
hungry, without food, and “clad only in light shirts.” He wrote: “By the time
we reached the basin at the foot of the mountain, we had also reached the
point where we fell asleep every time we sat down . . . .” Bays decided to take a
shortcut. He wrote that they would avoid Muir Pass, instead crossing the crest
of the Black Divide south of Peak 12,804. He missed his mark. They found
themselves instead on 750-foot cliffs of the Black Giant above its southernmost glacier. They could only continue downward, working their way down
the cliffs, which steepened as they went. The first light of the day glittered on
the ice. It was only luck that they would wander into the camp with the sun,
a day after setting out.
By this point, the other adults of the trip were on to Bays. They were
furious. He had risked the lives of four boys in pursuit of—whimsy?
Obsession? But the fury ended there on the mountain. This experience, with
those boys, seemed only to bolster his reputation and confidence. Bays, who
wrote his report of the ordeal ten months later—May 22, 1952—concludes,
simply, “Everyone was OK, with no ill effects.” The report was to be left
on the mountain in a 35-mm canister his mother had saved for him. The
upcoming trek was the one that was to, and would, solidify his reputation.
“We had first-ascent fever,” said Karl, as if to explain.
But there was more to it than ego at play. The very day Bays wrote his
account of the first-ascent of 13,271, he also awarded the rank of Eagle Scout
to two of his Scouts, Gary, 13, and Karl, 14.
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A pack train of eleven horses carried the body of Charles Bays Locker to civilization,
July 17, 1952. Stephen “Lou” Lukacik

As the morning wore on at Parcher’s Camp pack station and
the rescue party assembled itself, Douglas and Ballard Engelbart made phone
calls to Clyde Hufbauer, Karl and Gary’s father, and Zelma Locker. (Douglas
would go on to revolutionize network computing and invent the computer
mouse, while Ballard would fear wilderness the rest of her life.) Whether
Bays was alive or not, they didn’t know. If he was alive, he was “in critical
condition.” Clyde and Zelma began the drive from San Diego to South Lake.
“Mission Beach Youth Hurt in Sierra Plunge,” read the San Diego Tribune
headline the following day.
The rescue party was Deputy Sheriff John Joslin, Dr. Robert Denton,
Game Warden Stephen “Lou” Lukacik, and packer Dudley Boothe. They
headed out on horseback with a string of horses and mules to carry Bays
and the boys back on. In the afternoon, the legendary mountain pilot Bob
Symons2 made two trips over the site. Karl and Donald saw him, but Symons
didn’t see them. The boys headed down to Muir Trail and found Gary waiting
for them there. “He’s dead,” they said. The rescue party arrived in LeConte
Canyon that evening. Donald shouted across the wide Kings River that Bays
was dead. He then headed back up the mountainside to Ladder Lake for the
2. “Legendary” is used advisedly. Symons was the principal pilot and visionary behind the

Air Force’s Sierra Wave Project, which took place in two phases: 1951–1952 and 1955. It was
“in many aspects a forerunner of modern mesoscale field experiments,” according to Vanda
Grubusic and John M. Lewis, “Sierra Wave Project Revisited,” American Meteorological
Society, August 2004.
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night to be with Karl and Gary, and Bays’s body. The rescue party camped on
the river’s east side.
	In the morning, the rescuers crossed the river on horse and then prepared the stock for the scramble up toward Ladder Lake. Clyde, Zelma, and
a reporter from Bishop named Don Calkins spotted them from Symons’s
airplane. Calkins would report in the Los Angeles Times: “When the plane
reached Ladder Lake the rescue party appeared to have young Locker on
a sled.”
Messages were scrawled out on paper, tucked into toilet-paper rolls, and
dropped to the rescue party. “They asked those on the ground to indicate
the injured youth’s condition by forming a circle if he had a chance or by
standing in a straight line with their arms outstretched if there was no hope.”
They formed a straight line. “Stunned . . . Mrs. Locker nearly collapsed in the
plane. It was not known, of course, whether the youth already was dead or
that the rescue party had no hope of getting him out of the mountains alive.”
Symons flew Zelma back to San Diego that afternoon to be treated medically.
Gary, Karl, Donald, and the rest of the rescue party carried Bays’s body
back to Parcher’s Camp. The following day, the body was flown to San Diego.
Five days later, Bays’s casket was carried by his Scouting friends and senior
Scouting officials at the Central Christian Church in downtown San Diego.
He was in full Boy Scout uniform.
“He was my boy, my only boy,” Zelma cried. “I’m all alone now.”
Thirty-five years later, Zelma Locker was interred beside her son at
Mt. Hope Cemetery in San Diego.
“Had he lived,” said Gary, a world-renowned economist, “Bays
would have been tremendously successful in business.”
	In early 1951, the San Diego neighborhood called Clairemont—named
after developer Carlos J. Tavares’s wife, Claire—emblazoned itself on the
scrub hills above Mission Beach. In February of the same year, Bays bought
20 acres along the Oat Hills aqueduct at a tax sale, $70 for the whole of it.
It was, by the photos, an overgrown and hilly piece of land, not particularly
picturesque. It would be worth millions today.
	I, as all who know his story, have wondered what would have been had
Bays survived. It doesn’t get you far. What impresses me most is, despite his
youth, the reverberating consequences of his death, through Donald, Karl,
and Gary, of course, but most poignantly throughout the long life of Zelma,
his mother.
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Bays bought something else before he died: a life insurance policy payable to her. With this money, Zelma was able to attend the master’s program
in Library Science at New York’s Pratt Institute. When she returned to San
Diego, she was assigned to the downtown branch of the public library, where
she was the driving force behind the creation of its California Room, the
pride of local historians.
Zelma “was dedicated to libraries and to facts,” recalled Jim Moss, former
director of the San Diego and California Historical societies, who co-edited
the Journal of San Diego History, which she wrote for. “I had heard she had a
son,” said Moss. “I always felt—I don’t know why—that I shouldn’t talk to
Zelma about him. That was the feeling I had.”
The 1954 edition of A Climber’s Guide reads, “The name Mt. Locker
has been suggested for this peak to commemorate Charles Bays Locker who
was killed while descending with three companions from a first ascent of a
small peak one-half mile east, Peak 12,360+n.” But so far, the peak has not
been renamed.
A month after Bays’s death, Zelma wrote to Karl, “Many people have
spoken of the courage, and the presence of mind which you and Don showed,
up there on the mountain. Many people have said, ‘Those must have been
exceptional boys; most boys that age would have run away from death.’ But
instead of that you and Don took Bays back to base camp—and I know that
the physical work of moving his body that far must have been very hard—
and took care of him there in the snow until the posse arrived. I cannot tell
you how much I appreciate the way you showed your respect for him in those
last days. I want to tell you, also, that I think you used your heads, in packing
him in snow.”
Donald and Karl returned to Parcher’s in 2011 to mark the anniversary
of their journey and celebrate the life of Bays Locker. It seems the ambitious
are still drawn to wilderness. But with maturity, one’s definition of wilderness
is transformed. Another sort of vision of eternity looms, and it worries less
about glory and renown than about dignity and memories of an old friend
who went too quickly despite how hugely he still looms in these lives.

Crawford Coates is an editor and publisher based in Ventura, California.
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Gomantong Caves
Sabah, Borneo
We sit on folding stools along the new-mown hill.
Banded woodpeckers call. Clouds of wrinkle-lipped bats,
like puffs of smoke against last light, waft from limestone caves
before us—caves shared with centipedes and edible-nest swiftlets.
An orangutan, newborn in hand, distracts us from bats.
She breaks branches to fashion her evening nest.
Red leaf monkeys work their way up white-barked trees
to the leaf-crown where they will sleep tonight.
Pole-perched all afternoon, the crested serpent eagle,
having exhausted at last any possibility for an evening snack,
flaps white holed wings to the canopy for his night roost.
Still the bats radiate from the mouth of the cave—to cruise
the skies for moths and mosquitoes, three million strong.
Brahminy kites, peregrine falcons, a rufous-bellied eagle, the ridge top
fills with raptors, waiting their turn to feast on the feasting mammals.
A bat hawk dives through dense clumps of bats.
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We turn our backs on them, relocate the orangutan,
bald-headed baby clinging to her chest, still rummaging
in the branches, still rearranging them to just the right spot.
I watch with my binoculars and catch her face through leaves.
She seems to look right at me, making kissing motions
with pursed lips that I return with mine.
Marcyn Del Clements

Marcyn Del Clements has contributed to Appalachia for many years. In 2013,
she traveled to Borneo to study the plants and animals found only there: Bornean
pygmy elephants, rafflesia (the world’s largest flower), meat-eating pitcher plants,
the endemic Bornean bristlehead, and swiftlets, whose nests, after the chicks are
flown, are gathered and eaten.
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Looking for Kate
Searchers’ stories
Sandy Stott
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t 8:30 p.m. on February 15, 2015, Matt Bowman and his
wife, Jenna, both climbers, were sitting by the fire at home in Gorham, New Hampshire. “It was a school night; the kids were in bed,” he
recalled. Outside, the racketing wind and subzero temperatures made
this a memorable night, the year’s coldest. His phone buzzed. Bowman glanced at the screen and saw the incoming call was from Androscoggin Valley Search and Rescue, where he is a member of the
Winter-Above-Treeline team. As he does with all AVSAR summonses, Bowman let the call go to voicemail “so I have the details on record.”
He retrieved the message and switched to speakerphone so he and Jenna
could listen together: “This is an AVSAR call,” said the recording. “This is Bill
Arnold calling from AVSAR, at about 8:30 on Sunday, February 15. We have
an overdue hiker, who apparently has set off her personal beacon somewhere
on the north slope of either Mount Madison or Mount Adams. . . . [New
Hampshire] Fish and Game is having a hard time figuring that out. They have
sent up a group from Fish and Game and one from MRS [Mountain Rescue
Service] to try to locate this woman, but they’re putting together groups to
go out tomorrow morning, Monday, to search for her. The plan is to meet at
Appalachia at 8 a.m. If you’re available, please give me a call.”
Bowman’s recollection of the next moment follows: “Not that we could
see it at 8:30 at night in February, but our house is situated with a view of
Madison and Adams. We see it every day, and I’m always pointing out the
peaks, changes in weather, and seasons to my kids. Anyway, I remember listening to the wind outside. I recall listening to the message a couple times,
and Jenna and I looking at each other. She usually asks if I want to go, or I’ll
ask if she thinks (with business and kids) I can go. From what I recall, Jenna
just knew I was going. I called Bill to let him know I’d be there at 8 a.m.”
Earlier that day, Bowman, his 9-year-old son, and Bowman’s friend Dave
Salisbury had gone backcountry skiing. Bowman, a soft-spoken co-owner
of a café in Gorham, and all-around mountain sort, keeps close tabs on
the weather, and he knew extreme cold was on its way. So, he and his son
dressed carefully and planned to stay down low. As the wind built during
the day, the roar above them grew more deep-throated, and beneath a few
Search-and-rescue volunteers want the public to know that it takes a long time, sometimes
many hours, to mobilize a search after a call for help. At left, members of Androscoggin
Valley Search and Rescue struggle along Star Lake Trail toward Mount Adams, searching
for solo hiker Kate Matrosova on February 16, 2015. matt bowman
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gusts, Bowman’s son looked to his dad for reassurance that the wind wouldn’t
suddenly swoop down and carry them away, that they were OK. And, along
the sheltered drainage of Avalanche Brook near Pinkham Notch, they were
OK. Even in that weather, it was a day to be out—for a while.
But up on the ridges, the wind and cold were writing another story. The
rumbling sound when a cold front blows in has often been likened to a freight
train, and rightly so. But there’s another sound, one more elemental, that
such heavy wind calls up—that of a big wave. Anyone who has spent time
at ocean’s edge when the storm-spawned, large rollers arrive has heard their
long, turbulent growl, punctuated by explosive breaking roars, and, involuntarily, stepped back. Then, just as the sound thins a bit, makes you think you
might step forward for a closer look, another wave arrives; the din is constant
and serial, the very air choked with spray. Just so the pour of arctic air during
a front like that of the 15th—when it arrived, it brought huge breaking waves
of wind.
At 5 a.m. that day, the wind had been light and the cold usual as New York
City resident and aspiring mountaineer Kate Matrosova climbed away from
the Appalachia parking lot on Route 2. She was headed first for the summit
of Mount Madison and then on over Mounts Adams, Jefferson, Clay, and
Washington. Nearby Mount Washington, routinely the windiest of White
Mountain places, had a 35-mph wind and –4 degree Fahrenheit temperature at
4:49 a.m. She knew that the big wind was on its way—she’d read the forecasts
of the extremes in the offing—but that would happen later, and Matrosova
was confident that she could get up and down before the wind-waves broke.
Later that morning, Bowman and his son wrapped up their skiing and went
home to warm and enjoy some indoor time. Up high, the wind and cold had
begun to intensify, and Kate Matrosova found herself behind schedule, down
off Madison, with Adams above to the south and the rest of her planned route
probably unreachable. Well-dressed for mountain winter, but not carrying any
overnight equipment, she had some decisions to make. Her story, with its
reportage of her decisions and speculation about those impossible to report,
has been amply written: see “Too Cold,” an essay about Matrosova’s tragedy in
the last Appalachia (Winter/Spring 2016, 67 no. 1, pages 10–22) and a January
16, 2016, New Hampshire Public Radio piece. Less chronicled is the narrative
of the search for her that finally became a recovery.
	Some 24 hours after skiing with his son, Bowman was bracing himself
against hurricane-force winds and –30 F temperatures near Star Lake in the
col between Mounts Madison and Adams. There, before him, was a strange
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sight, a shed pack. His vision limited by goggles, Bowman endured a moment
of confusion: had one of his nine fellow rescuers dropped the pack? Then, he
looked over; 20 feet away lay Kate Matrosova’s body. Bowman felt the air go
out of him.

We Will Find You
The phones first began playing their ringtones around 4 p.m. that February
15. Some 30 minutes earlier, a locator beacon had sent its signal skyward from
New Hampshire’s Northern Presidential Range, and these chirps, jingles, and
snatches of song were its spawn. “Not now,” must have been each phone
owner’s silent prayer. Outside, the light was fading in a day that had tumbled
into some thermal abyss; the valley temperatures huddled beneath zero, and
the heavy wind probed every shelter. Up high, a howling gale shoved the –20
temperature down to a –80 windchill; both were in free fall. And, according
to the beacon’s signal, someone named Kate Matrosova was up there above
treeline and in trouble.
	In New Hampshire, when such a call comes in from the backcountry,
it goes to the state’s Fish and Game agency, and within that agency, it’s the
province of the law enforcement division. NHFG conservation officers are
responsible for conducting and coordinating searches and rescues (SAR), and,
although such work isn’t the primary focus of a conservation officer’s job, it is
certainly a high-profile responsibility. And, with the advent of easy summons
from various devices, a more prevalent one.
	On the 15th, the state police call, in response to a 911 call reporting the
locator beacon’s being turned on, went to Sergeant Mark Ober. Ober’s
standard ringtone played, just as he was in the town of Twin Mountain
wrapping up an investigation of a snowmobile accident, and he switched
quickly to the calls demanded by this new seeming emergency. His first call
went to Matrosova’s husband, Charlie Farhoodi, who had placed the 911 call
after hearing from the U.S. Air Force Rescue Coordination Center (AFRCC)
at Tyndall Air Force Base in Panama City, Florida, that his wife’s beacon had
been activated. Farhoodi gave Ober a summary of his wife’s intended route,
her phone number, her preparedness, and her character. As Ober wrote in his
incident summary, “He [Farhoodi] said that she was a determined individual
and would not activate her beacon unless something was really wrong.”
During a January 2016 conversation at Gorham’s White Mountain Cafe,
Ober recalled his first thoughts as he gathered information about Matrosova:
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“I hoped it was a mistake, an incidental activation by chance, because I knew
where it [the signal] was would be near impossible to get to today, tonight.
I’ve had pretty good cell coverage there, so perhaps I could call and get in
touch and find out.”
But as it became apparent that this was no mistaken activation, Ober
began a practiced routine. He now had a sketch of a climber crossing exposed
terrain made fearsome by the day’s gale and cold, and he had more calls to
make, many more calls. When a NHFG officer determines that a rescue may
be needed, he can activate a whole network of professionals and volunteers:
the professionals are NHFG conservation officers, local fire and police
departments, and, at times, National Guardsmen and members of the Civil
Air Patrol (CAP), and the volunteers come from a fullness of acronyms—
AVSAR, MRS (Mountain Rescue Service), PEMISAR (Pemigewasset Valley
Search and Rescue), AMC (Appalachian Mountain Club), Solo (Stonehearth
Outdoor Learning Opportunities), to name some. There is, in short, a lot
of talent willing to come to your aid if you encounter trouble in the White
Mountains. But here’s the catch: that talent is not in some display case at each
trailhead, with a note saying, Break Glass in Case of Emergency; rescuers are
instead dispersed throughout the region’s various towns and hamlets. Or, if
they are conservation officers, they may be attending to some other problem,
as Ober was when called.
When asked about the most challenging part of search and rescue, Ober,
who has both conducted and coordinated his share, said, “It’s the calling.
Getting a rescue together takes a lot of calling. And that calling takes a lot
of time.” Here we bump up against a common frustration for all SAR folks:
When a beacon goes off or a call for help comes in, the person in need on the
other end has been in touch instantly; his or her expectation of help soars at
what seems its near possibility. And then, as he or she settles in to wait and
time passes, it may flag; life may be leaking away. Asked what he would most
want the public to know about SAR, AVSAR veteran Mike Cherim, who was
part of the team that found Kate Matrosova on February 16, 2015, said via
email, “It takes a LONG time for help to come. Be prepared to help yourself.
Expecting or anticipating a timely rescue when the need arises is foolhardy.”
Instant connection does not mean immediate rescue.
	Of course, everyone associated with SAR knows that time is often critical,
and surely as a coldest night neared on the 15th, Ober and those receiving his
calls knew this was exponentially true. They hurried to respond. Ober paged
fellow conservation officers Matt Holmes, Glen Lucas, and Bob Mancini,
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all of whom were initially at work in places where they couldn’t call out.
He checked with the State Police Troop F dispatcher, who had been trying
unsuccessfully to connect with Matrosova’s cell and satellite phones, and
asked for a call back immediately if the dispatcher could give him a “ping”
from either phone. Ober’s next call went to the top of NHFG command’s
chain, Colonel Martin Garabedian, who would make the final decision about
search efforts that night. Advised of all Ober knew, including the last known
beacon ping, Garabedian, himself a veteran of many searches, said, “We have
to try. Let’s see if we can go get her.” Ober went back to the phone.
The next call went to Rick Wilcox, president of MRS. Wilcox, veteran
of Mount Everest and other Himalayan climbs, is also a longtime leader of
White Mountain climbing culture, and in 1976, he became the first (and,
to date, only) president of MRS. When the slant of terrain or exposure to
above-treeline and other extremes complicates a search or rescue, MRS gets
the call. As Ober said to me, “We defer to MRS in situations like this, more
than some people think. We ask for their advice and opinions on the safest
way to conduct a rescue that is a life-or-death situation. They are the technical
experts and are above treeline in the winter way more than we are.” Wilcox
began his own set of calls, and as he did, Ober set up his command post at
the Appalachia trailhead Matrosova had left twelve hours earlier. There, he
noted, “the wind was gusting, and I showed a temperature of –10 degrees.”
On top of nearby Mount Washington, it was now –37, with wind gusts
topping 100 mph.
Then began Ober’s wait for results from all those calls. During that
time, he “made and received a steady flow of calls.” Someone hovering over
the northern Whites might have detected a convergence of lights from all
directions, homing in on Ober’s lone light in the Appalachia parking lot.
Perhaps, hoped Ober, another lone light was struggling toward that lot from
high above in the col near Star Lake, site of the first beacon signal. He had
reason for hope: a 5 p.m. update from AFRCC gave a new beacon location that
Ober plotted as 0.6 miles northeast of the first signal, between the Watson
Path and Valley Way. Off-trail and in thick snow, yes, but perhaps Matrosova
was slowly making her way toward them.

Up Into the Maelstrom
At 6:30 p.m., three conservation officers, Matt Holmes, Glen Lucas, and Bob
Mancini, climbed away up Valley Way. Mancini’s GPS held the coordinates
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of the 5 p.m. beacon signal, and the three COs had instructions to go up to
the point on the trail closest to those coordinates and then wait for the MRS
team that would soon follow. The three COs also had “explicit directions to
take no unnecessary risks, and if they felt their lives were in danger, to turn
around.” From those first steps toward Matrosova, the COs were in charge
of their own safety, and indeed, in mid-climb, Lucas began to feel ill, and he
turned back. Such a decision is both difficult and essential—rescuer safety
must come first—and incident commanders worry constantly about rescuers
who are up or out there.
That worry also explains the decision that the COs would await the MRS
team before anyone tried to thread the off-trail woods to the beacon signal
coordinates. Searching off-trail in rough, steep, snow-masked terrain holds
many risks, and those risks were multiplied by darkness and the extreme
weather. There would be no buffer of safety in two; there would be some in six.
At a little after 7:30 p.m., the four-person MRS team (Geoff Wilson, Scott
Lee, Steve Larson, and team leader Steve Dupuis) was ready to go. But at

The personal locator beacon Kate Matrosova carried did not send consistent signals without the antenna upright. Rescuers spent precious time searching areas far from where she
had fallen. They eventually deduced that signal numbers 1 and 7 through 10 were correct,
and all the others were errors. ty gagne/new hampshire public risk management exchange
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this point an updated beacon signal complicated the rescue: its coordinates
now placed the beacon in the middle of King Ravine, nearly a half-mile
northwest of the second signal, and an even greater span when one looked
at the precipitous slopes someone would have to navigate to get there from
either of the first two beacon signals. Also, King Ravine held dangerous avalanche risks, and Ober and Dupuis agreed that no one was going in there that
night. Ober’s confidence that Matrosova was moving their way was shaken.
Still, the second position seemed the closest, most logical bet, and the MRS
team aimed up at its meeting with the COs. If hit number 2 didn’t pan out,
perhaps the team could go on to the first beacon hit.
The MRS rescuers climbed as quickly as they could while still managing
their own temperatures. In extreme cold, sweat can be lethal, its cooling
qualities taking hold when a climber stops, and so they tried to be both
prudent and hurried. Around 11:30 p.m., MRS rescuers joined the two COs
at the site on Valley Way from which they would launch their search of the
second beacon signal location. COs Mancini and Holmes, already cold from
their wait, would stay at the site on the trail and provide backup support for
the MRS team. Dupuis recalled some of what they hoped for:
The initial plan was to go to the [beacon #2] waypoint, which was just
below the Pine Link, roughly at treeline. My thought was to get there
and search the area in a grid out 60 [meters] from that spot, and hopefully find her; if not, then reevaluate the weather, our team and see if
we could go on to the next [beacon #1] location at Star Lake. Honestly,
I had very little confidence that we would be able to venture much
above treeline that night with the forecast. The wind was steady in the
90-plus-mph range and temps were off my thermometer, well below
–25 F when we were at the first waypoint; and I could hear the “freight
train” just above us, actually the loudest roar I have ever heard. It was
after midnight.
While this first search was unfolding near treeline, Ober was still working
his phone in the parking lot. He called Wilcox again, asking for a second
MRS team to carry a litter up in support of the rescuers; he stayed in constant touch with the teams on the mountain; he called the Civil Air Patrol
to see if they had aircraft that could fly over and try to pinpoint the locator
beacon. And then he turned to the possibilities of the morning, calling Bill
Arnold at AVSAR, asking for a team on standby. If the teams up high didn’t
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find Matrosova, Ober knew they’d need new teams ready to try again at first
light. Meanwhile, the temperature at the Mount Washington Observatory
continued its free fall.
All the while, tech complexity morphed into perplexity: at 8:39 p.m.
AFRCC reported the beacon in the Great Gulf Wilderness near the Osgood
Trail (over a mile southeast from the King Ravine hit); at 9:26 p.m. AFRCC
showed this same location; then, at 10:19 p.m. AFRCC reported the beacon
back in King Ravine. Later, after the searchers had retreated from the
mountain, Ober got a 6 a.m. update saying that a series of beacon hits at
2:17, 3:42, 4:35, and 5:27 a.m. had given a consistent reading of coordinates.
Frustratingly for Ober and everyone else, these coordinates matched the first
set that had placed Matrosova near Star Lake the prior afternoon.
Here is a moment of cautionary pause. Many of us now devise
a net of knowing and safety with our devices; precise marking of location
seems, at times, a miracle brought to us by an unseen but all-seeing satellite
eye above. But before we assign our devices a divine infallibility, it’s good
to consider how and when they may err. As use of locator technology has
grown more prevalent in the Whites, so too have stories of its sometimes
wild variability. Not long ago, I recall writing up a rescue on Mount Madison
(Appalachia, Summer/Fall 2014, 66 no 2, pages 118–119), not far from where
Matrosova’s story unfolded: an October cold front blew in with hurricaneforce winds and dropping temperatures, trapping a Vermont couple, who
sheltered in sleeping bags and wrapped themselves in a tent behind rocks above
treeline. They called for help, and when rescuers checked the coordinates of
the ping from their phone, it placed them over in King Ravine. Fortunately
for everyone, the couple knew the names of the trails they’d walked and knew
that they were on Pine Link Trail near Madison Spring and not in the ravine;
rescuers climbed right to them instead of chasing a ping into absence.
	Specifically, the ACR ResQLink locator beacon Matrosova carried is characterized as “small and mighty, the ResQLink+™, a buoyant, GPS-enabled
rescue beacon designed for anglers, pilots and backcountry adventurers.”
That’s what the advertisement says; surely both adjectives apply. Readers of a
certain vintage may even recall this refrain, “Here I come to save the day . . .”
and fill in the savior’s name: “Mighty Mouse is on the way.” And ARTEX, the
outfit that makes this beacon, has, of course, a “Survivor Club,” which you
can tap into on its website; there you can find stories from those rescued at
their broadcast coordinates. And you can see photos of all the survivors. It’s a
very effective collage of people still alive.
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And, for the most part, my research suggests that much of this is true,
that much of the time, this is a “small and mighty” device. But then there is
the variability that Ober experienced as he received coordinates and directed
searchers. And there is the extreme weather during which Matrosova perished.
	In the aftermath of the search, NHFG and the Civil Air Patrol conducted
some tests to better understand this variability. NHFG Lieutenant Wayne
Saunders explained that when CAP flew a plane over the same model beacon
Matrosova carried, it got an accurate location as long as the beacon and
antenna were upright. When, however, they placed the beacon on its side,
as it was when Matrosova was found, the locations transmitted varied. And,
of course, violent weather could easily affect how one deploys a beacon.
Saunders also said that this review by both agencies had helped AFRCC gain
a better sense for being able to offer a best probability when receiving beacon
hits that show a number of possible locations.
All of this is no reason to eschew responsible use of such beacons.
It simply reminds us that the eyes that look down on us cannot always
locate or reliably pluck us from trouble. For now, I return to my caution
about tech overreliance.
On the mountain, MRS 1 reached the two COs at 11:30 p.m., and
after a consult, the four MRS rescuers forged through the scrub and snow
toward the second set of coordinates, where they didn’t find Matrosova or any
sign of her. Now what? Dupuis looked back at the moment:
My biggest concern about going any higher was not being able to
return to treeline, as the wind would then be in our faces. Also the cold
was really sapping our energy at that point. We were in snow at times
waist deep and other times fighting through thick scrub which grabbed
us at every step. As a team [after not finding Matrosova near the coordinates], we had a quick huddle and decided it was time to go down.
MRS 2 (Bayard Russell, Max Lurie, Nick Aiello, and Janet Wilkerson) had
started up with the litter at 10:53 p.m., and by 1 a.m., they were 2.5 miles up
the trail, where they stashed the litter for possible later use. MRS 1 was then
working its way back to the trail. Ober and his three teams agreed that it was
time for everyone to come out: MRS 2 got back at 2 a.m.; COs Holmes and
Mancini got there at 2:18 a.m.; MRS 1 reached Appalachia at 3 a.m. “You
could see they were all exhausted. Their neck warmers and faces were crusted
with ice. They looked like zombies,” recalled Ober. After debriefing with
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Ober, they all left to get some rest. Ober then drove to a series of trailheads
where Matrosova just might appear if she had made it down off the ridge into
the Great Gulf, a slim hope, but one worth checking; then, finding no sign
of recent activity at those points, he “returned to Appalachia and maintained
the command post.”

A Brief Compendium on Cold
It’s hard to describe the kind of cold rescuers found and endured during this
search; to do so, you would have to go, literally, to the ends of the earth. And,
even as most of us have felt really cold at times, it is also hard to describe deep
cold’s effects. Words simply don’t measure up to the way cold skews then stills
life. But by pausing here for brief meditation, we at least genuflect in the
direction of winter’s lethal element.
	In an email, MRS 2 climber Janet Wilkerson recalled that night’s cold:
I remember the dark, cold, windy parking lot, getting our team packed
up and the litter prepped (the role of our team was to follow the lead
teams with a litter in case she was found that night). Her husband
approached us, he was gentle and kind and appreciative of our being
there. I was surprised he didn’t seem more panicked. I started the hike
with my warmest gloves and outermost puffy jacket layer on, and 30
minutes up the trail I was still not warm enough to de-layer, despite
having a 40-plus-lb. pack on and hiking uphill at a good clip with the
team. That was surprising and showed just how cold it was. And when
we took brief breaks to switch out the litter hauler, get a drink or check
in with the radio, my fingers, even in large gloves, were cold within
moments.
Dupuis added this:
I thought about the cold and wind, and how to be sure I would not get
frostbite. I double-checked my gear so as to not forget anything. I had
been out guiding on the previous two days (Friday up the Valley Way
to Madison Hut, and Saturday to the summit of Mount Washington)
so my stuff was a bit scattered and drying out. I thought that there
was absolutely NO room for any mistakes of any kind that night. I
thought about all the possible exits off of Adams out of the wind and
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how I would handle it if I were in her shoes. And, I said a prayer asking
God for protection through that night, and the strength to get there
and BACK.
Cold works on us from the outside in. First our extremities—fingers, toes,
nose—feel its bite, then, as cold takes hold, not much at all. Our bodies, ever
alert to threat, pool their warmth at our cores, where vital organs are. Our
brains, working best when well bathed by blood, get their share too, at least
at first. But trouble can begin easily at the ends of fingers and toes, where
fine motor skills and motion can suffer: we drop things, can’t grip them, and
we slow down. Cold then conspires to make us stupid. The body, intent on
its core, thins the brain’s ration. We decide slowly, wrongly, not at all. What
looks simple to the warm observer may be a chalkboard full of physics to
the cold person. Then the wind blows in, the chalk dust flies, and even the
board is a blank. Hypothermia literature is full of odd decisions, absence of
decisions. It is, for example, not uncommon to find a hypothermia victim
partially undressed in response to the delusion of being hot. Cold, finally,
undoes reality.
When thinking of that cold, we recall Matt Bowman’s son’s instinctive
worry about wind, cold’s conveyor, and we recall Steve Dupuis’s earlier comment that, as they tried to reach Matrosova’s coordinates, “the cold was really
sapping us.” And perhaps we recall our own moments, when cold made
impossible manipulating a zipper, tying a lace, or pressing even a button. As
the blood withdraws from our limbs and heads to protect the body’s core,
there’s soon not much left of the capability and expression we call life.

Day 2: Up and Then Down
As the early morning light found Ober in the Appalachia parking lot, the cold
had only intensified. Light often heralds a lifting of spirit, but, looking up,
Ober could find little to be optimistic about. The recent beacon signals had
collected back near Star Lake, and, if Matrosova was there, Ober saw little
hope that she could have weathered such a night or the day that was howling
overhead now. Still possibility prodded: there was a rescue to continue.
	Ober’s relief would be Lieutenant Saunders, and when they met at Appalachia at 7 a.m., the two decided to move the command post to the Randolph
Fire Station. The parking lot was simply too cold to muster the various teams.
Ober gave Saunders and his partner Lieutenant James Goss all of the beacon
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coordinates and a summary of the night’s actions, and, with the beacon hits
located on a map, they planned the day’s searches. Four teams were assembling; three would go to the more likely coordinates, while the fourth would
be held in reserve to support any one of the three search teams or to respond
to any new hope.
The ten-person Team 1, composed of AVSAR and MRS volunteers and
conservation officers, would go up to Madison Spring Hut, and from there,
weather permitting, search the area near Star Lake, the site of the initial and
other beacon hits. Team 2, all MRS volunteers, would search in the tricky
terrain of King Ravine. Team 3, made up of AVSAR volunteers and conservation officers, would search the area of the beacon hits in the Great Gulf. The
spread of these locations meant that each team would search a different route.
The teams headed out from Randolph a little after 8:30 a.m.
	Ober’s night of calls had also activated the possibility of helicopter
help, and a National Guard copter flew north from Concord at 9 a.m.,
arriving in the area 45 minutes later. But the high winds created an impenetrable
whiteout up on the ridges, and, after fifteen minutes, the helicopter, running
low on fuel from battling the winds, had to leave. The Civil Air Patrol flew a
fixed-wing plane over in an attempt to zero in further on the beacon location,
but the winds forced the crew to fly at 10,000 feet, and they were unable to
narrow the search area.
By late morning, further work with AFRCC and CAP suggested that
the Star Lake coordinates were the most likely ones, and Team 3 was called
back from the Great Gulf. Then, at around 2 p.m., close to the agreed-upon
turnaround time, Team 1 called down: Bowman had found Matrosova.
The search was now a recovery.

Getting Close
Some of what rescuers have said to me in outlining the actions and emotions of searching for someone describes a sort of intimacy. The possibility of
rescue, no matter how long the odds, sustains them; hope brings searchers
close to the person they seek. It keeps them there.
This intimacy can start to take root as a searcher begins the gathering and
steps toward the person lost or injured; it’s always there, potentially. MRS
veteran and spokesperson and former Tuckerman Ravine Snow Ranger Justin
Preisendorfer gives example in the 2008 story of a fellow climber, Peter Roux:
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There are so many stories of folks rescued where a context sets up so
that your heartstrings are being tugged even before you’re out there—
it could be a missing elderly person, a lost Boy Scout. One recent
avalanche fatality affected me that way: Peter Roux was a climber who
had cut his teeth in the Northeast, then moved away, and he had just
come back to these roots for a visit and to climb with friends. On
the day before they were to climb, Roux went out into Huntington
Ravine on his own. Put yourself in his shoes—someone coming
home to a familiar area; you want to make the most of your time.
He went up into Huntington during elevated avalanche danger; he
went up from excitement. On his descent, he was avalanched and died.
We were in the Fan when the sun came up, hoping still to find him.
When we located his body in the avalanche debris, we felt deflated;
hope was lost.
That sense of closeness also can take on added urgency and specificity as a
search lengthens, odds decline, and the sketch of the victim’s story comes
clear. Working against extremes—wind, cold, time lost, odds—sharpens
urgency, which heightens expectation. And then, if the victim is not found,
or if she is found dead, it feels like a sudden fall from the height of hope.
	Such a fall happened twice during the Matrosova search: first on the night
of the 15th, when MRS 1 reached the second beacon hit and found nothing.
	Imagine the expectation as, after hours of uphill through tumult, they
near the coordinates, struggling through deep snow, arctic cold, and wiry
krummholz. We’re here, they think . . . and then, headlamps spiking this way
and that, they set to a grid search as best they can manage it in the screaming wind. She could, she should, be right here; we are that close. But, as they
finish their wallowing trample, no . . . no one’s here. Possibility flies off on the
wind. Their spirits sink.
Then, there is the next day: in the broad light, but blanketed often by
ground blizzard, Team 1’s ten searchers are in the area of the initial beacon
hit, the one that has been replicated four times early this morning; they may
be near. Possibility wears still its 1 percent of hope; she could be alive. As he
works through “waves of wind,” having often to kneel and wait out the waves,
Matt Bowman comes upon an anomaly—here’s a pack, sitting on the surface;
what’s that doing here? Bowman’s first thought is, Did one of us take off his
pack? Then, 20 feet away, he sees Matrosova, unmoving, fully clothed, leg
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extended. “She looked flash frozen,” he recalled. Bowman, hunched against
the wind, hurries over; her eyes are open—he will remember this—unseeing.
O . . . it is an outrush of hope.
During a January 2016 conversation, Preisendorfer reflected a bit on how
searchers focus on hope rather than grim likelihood when a search stretches
on in unfavorable conditions:
We all prepare differently. But there is a common thread—we try
to look at possibility, not likelihood; the possibility of finding her
[Matrosova] alive was still there, even if unlikely. That’s also why the
images of finding someone dead stay with us, because they occur at the
point where we realize what we’d hoped for is no longer. It’s difficult
because we’ve searched for and found all sorts of people. You want to
believe they’ll live through it and they’ll learn.

Coda: A Walk to Low’s Bald Spot
Not long after my January 2016 conversations and exchanges with Sergeant
Matt Ober, Matt Bowman, and others, an afternoon opened up. A little
earlier, I’d stopped by the Appalachia parking area just to look at this story’s
beginning. A cold front had blown in, and its north wind harried a dusting
of snow, chasing it in arcs across the tarmac like a dropped scarf. I sat for a
few minutes in my warmed car, looking at the signage that marks the start of
Valley Way; a gust rocked the car gently with a reminder.
A bit later, from Route 2, I looked up into the whitened col between Mounts
Madison and Adams; the side of the Adams spur, Mount John Quincy Adams,
glowed in the slanted sun. The col seemed almost an alpine cliché, a scenic
place near and far, but not quite; really it was another world above.
Why not—I asked myself as I drove—sort this story through by taking a
walk? The day was bright and average, temps a notch or so above zero, winds
moderate for a mountain. I pushed off on the Old Jackson Road around
1 p.m. carrying a pack full of layers, snacks, and water (even down low, winter
asks that we carry a lot); the new inch or so of snow, already foot-beaten by
morning walkers, squeaked a little underfoot.
As I walked, I thought back to the SAR people I’d spoken with, and I felt
warmed by their commitment, and warmed also by the absence of bluster
and ego; the wind may roar announcement of self in the Whites, but its SAR
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people do not. Two other common qualities occurred to me on my walk: to
a person, search-and-rescuers say a primary motivation for doing this work is
giving back to a community that values the outdoors, giving back also in support of the freedom to keep going out. And, to a person, they say it has been,
could have been, could be me out there. Each has a story of being touched
by the loss or trials of a friend. So I heard no pontificating, saw no fingerpointing or head-wagging. When I heard quiet criticism, it tended toward
lament: if only people would turn back sooner when conditions deteriorate.
	I’d aimed the few miles out and up to Low’s Bald Spot, where I’d be able
to peek into the beginning of the Great Gulf and look up again at Mounts
Adams and Madison. An hour later, I watched two plumes of snow unfurl
from these mountains; even on this low spot, there was enough wind to give
the 8-degree temperature some teeth. I was, I realized, on the other side of the
mountain, which is where this story ends.

Sandy Stott is a writer and the Appalachia Accidents editor. He lives in Brunswick,
Maine.
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Monarchs
The sky was royal blue,
and children searched milkweed
for yellow and black caterpillars.
They found two in the entire field,
confirming the reports
of precipitous decline.
The boy asked
if they might be changed
into something new, able
to fly on wings toward safety.
Anything’s possible,
but we must consider history.
We’ve cut the ridge three times,
and where the earth was flat
stripped it for coal.
At the local museum
the curator entertains tourists
with stories of small boys
who fell through pit kiln roofs,
burned by charcoal fires
used to forge iron for cities
and ships that sailed the future.
More will disappear. Our passenger
pigeon, a footnote
tied to a taxidermied leg.
When I was young,
rivers caught fire
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and all the fish died
in Lake Erie. Now some swim
without tumors.
When I spy a stray monarch
lighting on the head
of butterfly weed,
its stained-glass hinges
remind me
that the doors of a church
should stay open.
				Todd Davis

Todd Davis teaches creative writing and environmental studies at Penn State
University’s Altoona College. He is the author of, most recently, In the Kingdom of
the Ditch (Michigan State University Press, 2013), as well as of four other books of
poems, including The Least of the These (Michigan State University Press, 2010) and
Household of Water, Moon, and Snow: The Thoreau Poems (Seven Kitchens Press, 2010).
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Steepness Ends
Considering the will to live
Elissa Ely
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F

rom Galehead Hut to South Twin Mountain, every step
requires an act of intelligence. The rocks are tall and wet; the lichens are
slides; there’s no time for preoccupations.
And yet, climbing, we were preoccupied. A few days before, someone we
knew had almost died, deliberately. She had not succeeded, but only because
luck intervened. Instead of watching our steps, we were wondering what
could cause her to want to live.
	One forgets in the midst of despair or discomfort how quickly circumstances
change. Hours earlier, a mile or two into the Gale River Trail, we had passed
a couple heading out.
—Nice hike? I asked the patriarch.
—For us, he said. —But WE’RE going down. YOU’RE going up.
The woman only shook her head and flattened herself as she passed. She
looked like she had seen a ghost.
A tough, tough stretch lay ahead, the man explained. We were going to
need to save our energy. It would take everything.
—Look for the sign, he added, with the dark satisfaction of one whose
hard times are behind him. Then he hurried to catch up with his silent,
flattened wife.
We hike earnestly but not powerfully. After the second water crossing, the
route grew rapidly steeper. Stone converted to boulder. Breath became wind.
The ascent seemed to go on and on with no sign in sight. Our dread grew
because the man had told us this was only the beginning.
Finally, we reached the sign: Galehead Hut, 0.6 miles—the impossible
stretch. A little more than half a mile but, as per a stranger’s warning, the end
of us. We ate a quantity of trail mix.
Yet instead of growing impossible, the slope grew more gradual as the
trees shortened. Soon we found ourselves walking levelly. We had expected
undoing, but when the hut curved into view, we stood upright and mostly
full of air.
All this time, fearing worse ahead, we had actually been passing through
it. The sign (we had misunderstood) marked for steepness ENDING.
We signed into the hut, found our bunks, and dropped our packs beside
the last piece of applesauce cake for a dollar. As I ate it, I leafed through the

The Pemigewasset Wilderness, seen from Zeacliff. “It resembled an answer that had found
us, instead of the other way around.” JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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guest log. “There are hundreds of ways to kneel and kiss the ground,” someone had written on 7/31/15—someone who clearly liked life very much.
Then, like many who arrive at a hut without feeling they haven’t climbed
quite high enough, we were struggling beyond it, up the Twinway to South
Twin Mountain, for the view—“Yeah, that’s crazy fun!” a young man with
muscles, coming down, said—and hoping another sign soon would signal
another misunderstanding. But we remained preoccupied with the question
of someone who had no use for life. She had no desire to kneel and kiss the
ground. She didn’t believe steepness would end.
Many boulders later, the Pemigewasset Wilderness fanned out underneath us. It resembled an answer that had found us, instead of the other way
around. Nature as salvation: how simple, we told each other. What if the
hopeless were sent huffing to the tops of mountains? What if she were here,
looking at this?
We turned back. Dinner, a great satisfaction of the hut, would begin
promptly at 6. We hurried a little, which is never an act of intelligence.
That night, on my way to brush teeth, I passed the log again
and took up reading backward where I had left off. I leafed past hiker trail
names (“Chickpea” was popular), mileages, weather reports, food reviews,
and family histories incomprehensible to anyone but other family members.
I stopped at one unsigned entry on 7/1/15. I read it a few times, to be sure I
got it right; a reminder that the wish to live, and its opposite as well, are never
as simple as a single vista:
“Despite these hikes,” someone had written, “I am still afraid of dying.”

Elissa Ely is a Boston-based psychiatrist and writer.
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Hutchins Island
A buck steps from the pined island,
stops at the edge of tide
receding from a bridge
of rock and sand that will split
the cove in two. He hesitates,
wades chest deep, launches
into his stroke, hooves cycling,
rack pointing for the far shore,
his back an oceanparting ridge. Ripples break
against his breast, flow
to his flanks, fan out across the water,
lap pebbled stones and dry threads
of dark seaweed at our feet.
Grace Mattern

Grace Mattern’s poetry and prose have been published widely, including in The
Sun, Calyx, Prairie Schooner, and Yankee. She has received fellowships from the
New Hampshire State Arts Council and Vermont Studio Center. Her book The
Truth About Death (Turning Point Books, 2012) won the New Hampshire Literary Awards’ Readers’ Choice Award for Outstanding Book of Poetry. She blogs at
www.gracemattern.com.
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The Geography of
Philanthropy
With three meditations on humility
W. Kent Olson
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Editor’s note: In celebration of the centennials of Acadia National Park and the
National Park Service, a former Appalachia editor and Maine resident considers
the charitable motives that created the first national park on the East Coast, the
first sprung full-blown from private philanthropy.
Every privilege entails an obligation.
					—Aldo Leopold

T

he irony in honoring the creation of a national park is
this: The honorees did not create it. Acadia, in Maine, was made by
other-than-us. We can cite an omni-powerful architect or credit geologic
forces unconnected to faith, or blend the two beliefs. Regardless, our species
is mere recipient of a spacious geo-bioscape of salt water and mountains. An
asset dropped willy-nilly on inheritors requires they re-earn the gift or risk
diminishing it while in charge. So it is in 2016 with Acadia National Park, a
century old in law, at least 420 million years old by the clock.
At Gettysburg, Abraham Lincoln spoke of soldiers hallowing the battlefield
by blood sacrifice. Such giving, he said, exceeds our “poor power to add or
detract” from what they did. It is different with warless places. Though not
consecrated in the Gettysburg sense, Acadia is dedicated ground, sacred to
some. Present society’s powers to enhance or lessen it are substantial and vie
to cancel each other. I tell myself stewardship is winning. But outside Acadia,
development has come on not-so-little cat feet and leveled its Cheshire grin
at Mount Desert Island. More landscape consumption is inevitable. Acadia’s
founders foresaw it in the late 1800s and acted to preserve the island core,
eventually by irreversible federal means.
The summer colony had upper-class roots and, some of them, uncommon
wealth. They enjoyed political connections. Many owned the geographies in
question. Perhaps these men and women could have convinced each other that
their offspring would keep family lands undeveloped. Instead, the founders
went visionary. They planned a future for Îles des Monts Déserts, Island of
the Barren Mountains.
They believed their power could add value to the lives of people they
would not live to meet. The founders were philanthropists—“phil-an-thro-py
Sunrise along the Ocean Path, in Acadia National Park.

THOMAS BLAGDEN, JR.
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[fi-lan-thruh-pee] n: love of mankind generally.” Philanthropy thinks
generations ahead, knows no discount rate, and assigns a high value to the
future, in this case to the benefits of preserving the nation’s boldest conjunction
of granite mountains and the crashing Atlantic.
Except in Alaska perhaps, no other vertical national park is so
profoundly defined by the horizontal sea. Maine’s 3,478-mile coast is a tracery
of jagged fractals: headlands, bays, islands, forests, marshes, and bogs. But
only Acadia has those features plus a complete mountain range condensed
on an island.
Eastward and south, within and beyond Earth’s visible edge, the borderless
Atlantic Ocean makes Acadia, including a park-protected skein of satellite
islands, vaster than the eye understands. The brain, however, instantly registers
B-i-g P-l-a-c-e. Because of maritime effects, the sea-level and montane
flora include arctic and high-elevation species. Our rocky summits top out
modestly at 1,500 feet but have a bona fide treeline. Ambient conditions can
resemble those at 5,000 feet in the White Mountains or at 9,500 feet in the
Sierra Nevada. The ocean is a raw master.
The Atlantic is a roiling sea of inconstancies: turbulent tides, placid tides,
aesthetic profusion, carbon sump, storm generator, planes of desolation,
protein mecca, frolic space, chemical catchment, eagle vector, fetid mudflat,
sine-curved-wave factory, gene bank, glacial erratic depository, dark tomb,
froth and brine pool, museum of quartz veins and contorted schists, cancerous
sun, the hope of cod, calcareous sands, astringent wind, lace-foam surf,
sucking undertow, basalt floor, beat-up commons, seabird café, cacophony,
predator banquet, euphony, salt mine, liquid desert, reliquary of foundered
vessels, parabolic gulf whirlpool, snail hideout, cetacean highway. Little is
predictable beyond the timing of tides. From terra firma—summits or rocking
chairs—we idlers can look seaward, sensing danger in the blue aqueous allure,
knowing the mountains have our backs. Acadia is most mysterious when
the ocean conjures a fog and shoves it inland, enclosing everything in eerie
grayness. You might feel beads of mist by the molecule.
The founders treasured the area as physical entity, but also as a range of
moods generated by contending forces: unrelenting sea versus unyielding
land. Obvious to all but the cynical or seriously ignorant, Acadia was a place
for the ages.
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The Beehive rises above a tidal pool behind Sand Beach.

THOMAS BLAGDEN, JR.

Batter my heart, three-personed God . . . make me new.
						—John Dunne (1572–1631)

First Meditation: Landforms
National parks are landscapes of power. They are places of incomparable
natural beauty and stunning geography. History reposes in the parks, yet they
store the future too, in the form of Earth’s genetic mother lode, which abides
there wild, live, unsequenced, not yet recombined.
	National parks have inspired scientific discovery and enterprise, but also
great art, writing, theology, observation, conservation politics, interpretation, philosophy, and philanthropy, while equally informing the lives of
millions of walk-a-day people, whom Henry David Thoreau approvingly
called “Saunterers.”
Today’s saunterers are the trampers among us who, like bugs cavorting
on a membrane of water, tread Earth’s bolder surfaces in disbelief, astonished
not to be engulfed, grateful to be upheld at all. Just as Annie Dillard detected
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Earth’s curvature through the arches of her feet, saunterers too can possess
outraged sensibilities. They too can experience the ecstasy of insignificance—
ex stasis, to stand out—while moving in sympathetic if sometimes frightening
connection with colossal nature.
Enveloped by clouds on Katahdin, here is Thoreau in a stupefied tizzy: “I
fear bodies, I tremble to meet them. What is this Titan that has possession
of me? Talk of mysteries!” He stood out as, paradoxically, small but distinct,
upright but not exceptional or intrusive, and suffered a fearsome grace:
“Contact! Contact! Who are we? Where are we?” The experience knocked him
briefly godless, as a lightning bolt takes out house current, and produced his
darkest prose.
Thoreau’s fleeting encounter with Katahdin’s starker natural facts marked
his mind’s terrain. More persistent than a photograph, the image altered the
physical land he knew. It was as if the mountain had embodied the event,
in effect re-placing itself as a different Katahdin, with Thoreau as electrified
onlooker. He lost the oriented core of himself “through the loose grating” of
his ribs. Maybe as a bonus the naturalist who once said, “All change is within
me” learned something about metamorphic rock.
The rusticators wanted to prevent bad development, preserve
scenic beauty, ensure pure water, foster scientific study, and honor historical
values. By turns, they adopted a more controversial objective: to open their
property to a public not of their station. Yes, they sought “brain workers” (an
acceptable clientele), said one founder, George B. Dorr. “But what we want to
provide for specially is the need of people of moderate or narrow means who
would appreciate what [Acadia] has to give in beauty, interest and climate.”
Another founder, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., had last-minute concerns about
automobiles bringing “an undesirable class of tourists.” However, all in the
end concurred with a third principal founder, Harvard University President
Charles W. Eliot, who wrote, “It seems absolutely necessary that some at least
of these private points should be held by a board of trustees, or otherwise, for
the use of the public.”
	In 1901, Eliot formed the Hancock County Trustees of Public Reservations,
the state’s first land trust. He invited Mainer and permanent Bar Harbor
resident Luere B. Deasy into the charter group as counsel. Deasy, later chief
justice of the Supreme Judicial Court of Maine, negotiated the incorporation.
Masterful in things legal, credible in things local, respected in things civic
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across Maine, deft with the written and spoken word, Deasy was crucial in
gaining community and legislative support.
Gifts of money and property eventually flowed. The trustees accumulated
a 5,000-acre preserve and in 1916 donated it as Sieur de Monts National
Monument, nucleus of the first eastern national park and the first sprung
full-blown from philanthropy. Besides celebrating a natural Acadia formed
over eons, in 2016 we honor the founders’ civic principles and political
know-how, and their hopes to inspire successors to meet the expectations
of guardianship.
Judith S. Goldstein’s essay “Tragedies and Triumphs” describes the park’s
advent as “the great democratizing force on the Island.” Public ownership
spurred a more economically, socially and religiously diverse visitorship
and mix of residents. Acadia improved us as a people. The founders’ legacy
challenges all to protect it, a harder proposition today. In a democracy riven
with intra-governmental strife, national parks usually get hindmost.
	Said differently, are we, in Wallace Stegner’s words, “a society to match
the scenery”?
The preeminent twentieth-century book on the man-andnature relation is A Sand County Almanac (Oxford University Press, 1949).
Author Aldo Leopold propounds his now famous Land Ethic, introduces
the word ecology into common parlance, and explains “contrast-value”:
“Outdoor recreations are primitive, atavistic; . . . their value is contrast-value;
. . . excessive mechanization destroys contrasts by moving the factory to the
woods or to the marsh.”
Unexposed to Leopold’s words, Acadia’s founders nonetheless understood
contrast-value: Natural spaces should differ vividly in character from what
surrounds them. A protected Mount Desert’s importance to plants, animals,
and people rises in proportion to development’s advance. As big highways,
big boxes, and big towers encroach, we value our home park yet more. If, as
expected, the U.S. population reaches 400 million by 2050, the brave new
society will need, even more than we do, the permanent naturalness of Acadia
and other refugia.
Leopold: “Recreational development is not a job of building roads
into lovely country, but of building receptivity into the still unlovely
human mind.”
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Second Meditation: Witness
Conservationist David Brower told me wilderness is a place the ages have
made perfect. But is this true? Aren’t wild places works in progress if someone
is bold enough to imagine unreckonable time?
Wild lands are in motion always, difficult to perceive. Geologic,
evolutionary, and aesthetic motion. The center holds but nothing is static.
Not the eroding strata of the Grand Canyon, the sandstone buttresses of
Zion, the rising fault scarp of the Tetons, or the “fixed” granites of Acadia.
The ages are still perfecting them. Hell, the Atlantic Ocean widens every year
at the rate your fingernails grow.
	If untamed places constantly renew, we might graciously not interpose
an accelerated version of events. We might be lucky enough to witness some
minute or grand physics of the act.
Another slant on contrasts: the geographies we set aside from
economic competition boost the market-controlled ones. The property gifts
constituting the early park enabled a landscape to generate wealth with all its
trees left upright. Acadia’s 2014 visitors spent $220 million in communities
within 60 miles, underwriting 3,400 jobs and $91 million in labor income.
Just as conservation operates at the market rim, people in the park’s economic
compass live at least partly off interest annually produced by a protected
Acadia. Asked to estimate the asset’s worth as is to developers, an appraiser
told me, “Maybe $2 billion.”
Publicly owned Acadia would not exist without privately won wealth. Our
economic system generated much of America’s land protection capability.
When markets do well, conservation does. Witness how Acadia’s founders
redistributed portions of their gains.
Maine knows about private wealth metamorphosed into public assets. The
state has 92 land trusts, guided by Maine Coast Heritage Trust (MCHT).
Including giant nationals like The Nature Conservancy, The Conservation
Fund, and the Trust for Public Land, such charities buy property outright
or receive it as a gift, then protect it, frequently donating dollars to match
government expenditures. Communities love their conserved geographies.
Land gifts at Isle au Haut gave the park a presence far offshore and another
compact mountain range. Coupled with donated easements on other Acadia
archipelago islands, the contributions protect views seen from the mainland
and enrich the experiences of people traveling the coastal waters.
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Benefactions behind land acquisitions can occur below radar. Helped by
MCHT and Friends of Acadia, the land trust Elliotsville Plantation, Inc.,
quietly acquired in-holdings for transfer to Acadia. In another case, Lyme
Timber Company, without fanfare, negotiated a deal to put under park
management 1,500 threatened acres on the Schoodic peninsula, funded partly
by anonymous backers. Friends of Acadia and MCHT split the public fundraising for a $1-million conservation easement protecting Schoodic forever.
	No one will forget the astonishing gift of Ruth and Tris Colket, $5 million
to Friends of Acadia, making our national park the first with an endowed
trail system. Echoing Dorr’s invitation that all should enjoy Acadia, the
Colkets insisted people of ordinary means have opportunities to participate
in the $13-million program. The ideal was realized. Most funds came from
high-capacity givers (as hoped), and the greatest number of contributions
came in $5 to $100 gifts (as hoped). Among 1,800 donations, my favorite
was a $54 check from a 13-year-old preparing for bat mitzvah. The number
54 was significant in her faith, she wrote. It is a multiple of 18, symbolizing the
Hebrew “chai,” meaning “life.”
Philanthropy is as humble as it is generous. It expresses itself across the
wealth continuum no matter a giver’s means. It inspires always.
And it takes nonmonetary forms. Volunteerism, for example, is generosity
of action—in trail work, nonprofit governance, committee involvement, event
management, member recruitment, donor solicitation, policy development,
investment decisions, public testimony, article writing, park cleanups, and
so forth.
Philanthropy has an avenue for anyone with a heart and the will to
open it.
Sometimes the gifts of nature we give ourselves generate punishment.
George Dorr felt it when a state representative from Bar Harbor submitted
a bill to nullify the Hancock Trustees’ charter and tax its land holdings.
This bit of myopic pseudo-governance failed when Dorr hastily garnered
legislators sympathetic to the trustees’ cause. Similarly, when Governor
Percival Baxter began assembling lands for state purchase, legislators balked.
Unfazed, he bought the parcels himself, created a trim, three-person park
authority independent of legislative control, and wrote the deeds donating a
breathtaking 200,000-acre wilderness to Maine’s people. His legal protections
have kept Baxter State Park mostly free from politicos and bureaucrats.
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The trust deeds designated the land “forever wild.” So ironclad were the
governor’s proscriptions, the park remains better protected than Acadia; the
state-managed Allagash Wilderness Waterway (a national Wild & Scenic
River); all other Maine-owned parks and designated reserved lands; the
Appalachian Trail (at over 2,000 miles, America’s longest and skinniest national
park); and Saint Croix Island International Historic Site. The centerpiece of
Baxter State Park, and of the governor’s brash largesse, is Katahdin. The massif
and the surrounding territory filling his boundary are wilder than when he
assembled the gifts. Nature is in the ascendant.
Baxter (1876–1969) and Dorr (1853–1944) had similar backgrounds.
The former was a political sophisticate, the latter trained himself to become
one. Neither man married, each benefited from a privileged upbringing, each
had a classy education (Bowdoin and Harvard Law for Baxter, Harvard
and Oxford for Dorr). Both prized an icon of natural Maine, fixed on
a conservation objective, and battled the legislature. Each drew down
his fortune without thought of recompense or fame. Dorr died blind, his
bank account all but depleted.
Had the park not come about in 1916, had its constituent properties
remained undeveloped, could we establish Acadia whole in 2016?
Could we gain title to 37,000 acres? And negotiate 200 conservation
easements protecting an additional 13,000 acres of private land?
Would we?
My guess: If owners offered donated lands today, a Pyrrhic culture war
would ensue thanks to (1) a stop-everything Congress inattentive to governance, (2) a contentious national electorate, and (3) the phenomenal value of
coastal property fueling development lobbies. Add this friction: as in other
states, some politicians in Maine favor taxing nonprofits holding real estate,
excluding church and hospital property. And the governor has twice blocked
voter-approved land acquisition funds, including for deals under contract
with private donations in place.
	Spurned philanthropy is seen in the movement for a new national park.
Roxanne Quimby, her son Lucas St. Clair, and their family, who own land
abutting Baxter State Park, wish to donate 150,000 acres—equaling four
Acadias. Opposition is unfriendly (but seems lately tempered). The family
promises $40 million to endow a Maine Woods National Park and National
Recreation Area. For putting their merchantable timber off-limits and curbing certain recreational uses, they endure detractors slamming even their
charitable motives. Many resent the idea of federal ownership.
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Third Meditation: Reciprocity
Think of the national parks as sanctums. One enters respectfully, in quiet
awe, with thanks, on the terms of the place itself, the more able to experience
self-regeneration. Recreation in nature is re-creation. Yet for all their generative
capacity—re-creation happening at land level before one’s shocked eyes and
transforming any spacious mind—these powerful Great Rooms of Nature
cannot make it alone.
	So overwhelmingly manifest are the physical attributes of parks, so
battering their raw effects on the heart, it is easy to judge these places
indestructible. That is a fool’s conclusion, the sure road to civil apathy,
leading reliably to withering a plenitude no human made or can remake and
that therefore requires willful care by the many. For wild places to thrive, our
species, the only one that can, must be generous as in Genesis, dressing and
keeping the Garden, preserving what renews us.
Land-based altruism on the scale of Dorr, Eliot, Rockefeller,
Deasy, and company at Acadia, Baxter at Katahdin, and of the QuimbySt. Clair Maine Woods proposal, comes once or twice a century if a state
is lucky. Grand civic acts affecting the Whole People, for all time, are often
denigrated. The record also shows that the proposers persist. Helped by
muscular, politically adept advocates such as the Natural Resources
Council of Maine, they often prevail, a grateful public eventually quashing
the opposition. We see the results—geographies of philanthropy—everywhere.
	In Maine’s comely communities and people-scaled cities, in the remote
Unorganized Territories, in cathedral forests, their bogs, lakes, floras, tundras.
Along legendary rivers. Across Katahdin’s spiked ridges.
At Isle au Haut and atop glacier-rounded Acadian granites.
Visionaries a hundred years ago etched a legal demarcation around an
incomparable place and bequeathed it intact to rolling sets of protectors. In
establishing a world-class national park, the trustees made real their love of
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Lily pads on Little Long Pond, a lake placed under permanent protection in 2015 by
David Rockefeller. Its care is shared by Acadia National Park and the Town of Mount
Desert. THOMAS BLAGDEN, JR.

humankind and nature, apportioned equally between the two. We the present generation thank them.
To the next trustees we say: Listen up! As we did, you are soon to receive
an undiminished Acadia.
As we did, you must earn it anew.

Ken Olson, of Bass Harbor, Maine, directed the AMC hut system (1971–73)
and served as publisher of AMC books, periodicals, and maps (1974–77) and
editor of Appalachia (1977–78). He headed three conservation organizations
before retiring, in 2006, as president and CEO of Friends of Acadia. “The
Geography of Philanthropy” appears in different form in Acadia National
Park: A Centennial Celebration, photographs by Tom Blagden, Jr., essays by
David MacDonald, Sheridan Steele, Christopher Crosman, Dayton Duncan,
Christopher Camuto, W. Kent Olson and David Rockefeller, Jr. (Friends of Acadia
and Rizzoli, 2016). The three meditations ran in Friends of Acadia Journal, 2003.
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Cormorants at Chambers Bay
stand watch from an abandoned deck,
a broken-down cabin with its blurry window.
They perch at the end of the pier
on battered posts
still as stones, rest from the long night,
abide. At twilight they stir,
composure turning to duty.
	No matter the moon,
feeding commences when darkness falls.
Their wings, swift as a full wind,
lift with grace, enter midnight fields
of abundance, plunder
the sable depths.
They consume the night
tethered to elements of the sea,
a dark antiquity they know by heart.
A crimson curve rims the dawn
when feeding ends.
The shimmering wings circle the pier,
descend to feed the young,
disgorge the spoil of primal dark.
Kay Mullen

Kay Mullen’s work has appeared in a variety of poetry journals and anthologies.
She received the William Stafford Award from Washington State Poets in 2002
and authored three full-length poetry collections: Let Morning Begin (Caritas
Communications, 2001), Return to Vietnam: A Long Remembering (Foothills
Publishing, 2006), and her latest, Even the Stones (Caritas Communications, 2012).
She lives and teaches in Tacoma, Washington.
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Catching a Fish
Girls find food and water
Leah Titcomb
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I

stood on the shore in a cloud of no-see-ums, tiny bugs that
made me swell and burn until I got away from them and managed to stop
itching. As long as I stood on the shore, it wasn’t getting any better. I hustled
to get my girls to tie down their stuff in the canoes and push off into the
moving stream away from the bugs. When we finally launched our boats,
I was able to stop scratching my bites and focus more intentionally on
instructing my students. Some were more frustrated than others.
	I dipped my paddle into the Penobscot River and pushed my canoe forward.
It silently arced through the current, propelling me into the interconnecting
waterways of Maine. The teenage girl in my bow looked intently at her paddle
as if she could will it to make us go the direction she wanted. It was the first
time she had ever canoed, despite having grown up in Maine, where the
waterways run endlessly between Canada and the coast.
The other Old Town canoes wove around us, each girl with a determined
and slightly strained look as she dipped her paddle in the water and tried to
steer her canoe. After a few minutes of concentrated silence, the girls started
giggling and bumping into each other and the riverbank. Their voices rang
out in shrills, shouting directions at the bow- or stern-woman on how to
make the canoe move the way they wanted it to.
Chelsea was in my bow, and she watched her paddle move through
the water, experimenting with different strokes. Pry. Draw. Pry. Our canoe
wobbled with each of her strokes, and I kept correcting it.
We paddled noisily away from Lobster Trip Boat Launch, our last sign
of civilization for the next 170 miles. The trees on the riverbank engulfed us,
and the girls’ voices reverberated through the tall pines, chasing away every
moose, rabbit, and chipmunk within miles of us. Fish slipped beneath rocks
at our approach.
Canoe Expeditions for Maine Girls was a three-week trip designed to give
these girls a chance to connect with a wild and scenic part of their state. They
had applied, gotten accepted, and now I was guiding them on a scholarshipfunded paddling expedition. I could tell they were all wondering what they
had gotten themselves into as they apprehensively left civilization behind and
let the river pull them into the wilderness. They kept looking back over their
shoulders and then at each other with wide eyes, joking about the horror
films that started this way.
Teenage girls canoe on the Penobscot River for the first time.
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We made camp our first night at the same primitive campsite
where Henry David Thoreau had slept in the mid-1800s, and where my
grandparents had stayed in 1941 on their north woods canoe trip. This was
familiar territory for me. I held the ax handle, smooth and cool in my hands,
and demonstrated how to split wood for our evening fire. The swarm of
blackflies and mosquitoes would die down with the smoke, and the girls
assigned to fire building quickly took charge. Just like Thoreau and his
companions, each person is essential to running a smooth camp. Once the
girls had learned their tasks, the only sound was the high-pitched whirr of the
Coleman stove, the squeak of the water pump, the snapping of twigs, and the
thump of the ax against logs. I didn’t need to nag anyone to do her chores
because it was immediately and readily apparent that we depended on one
another for warmth, food, and safety. The girls wanted to be comfortable,
and for that to be possible, they all had to pitch in. I could tell that the
girls took pride in their work; they obviously felt valued and useful as they
learned the basic skills it took to live. They couldn’t open the refrigerator here,
close the door on the mosquitoes, or run the tap water. They were starting to
understand what it really meant to eat, drink, and be warm.
Delia hovered over the green camp stove, holding the metal spatula
uncertainly as the onions sizzled in the pan. She looked at me. She opened
her mouth, closed it, and then opened it again, as if to say something.
“What is it, Delia?”
“I’ve never sautéed onions before.”
	I smiled. “Now you have. Keep moving them around so they don’t burn.”
The next morning I awoke early and sat at the river’s edge with my grandfather’s small leather-bound journal in my lap and my fly rod next to me.
I opened the creased binding, its pliable leather softly flopping open. He and
Granny had stayed here, loaded with provisions for the journey. The tall dark
pines that he wrote about were now emerging from the mist in front of me. I
sat on the river’s edge sipping my tea.
Everything was still and silent, except for the rush of the water. This was
one of my favorite times of day. It was my time with the land. I waded out
into the shallow water with my rod and cast a few loops.
This is a secret part of the Northeast, rarely talked about or ravaged by
hordes of tourists because it is too remote for most people. It is solitary and
isolated; the trees stand undisturbed by loggers. I reeled in my line and called
the girls to join me by the riverside and appreciate the free-flowing water.
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They gathered around me, sleepy-eyed and groggy. When their eyes started
to focus more, I had them visualize the river, not as it was now, but packed
with rolling logs, tumbling over the rocks from bank to bank, like a box of
cigars. The river was part of their heritage and mine.
	Once, the water was full of floating logs being driven to sawmills on the
coast, and before that, the rivers were highways for trappers and American
Indians. Loggers’ voices and the sound of their saws cutting pine trees used
to fill the woods. The loggers drove the pine logs through rapids and over
waterfalls, living in makeshift camps from here to Canada.
To get the trees to the mills, loggers would roll the trees into the rivers,
and the trees would float, packed tightly and bumping against the banks and
rocks. The loggers would run across the logs, standing on the rolling mass as
it moved through the water, breaking up logjams and herding the logs, trying
not to catch a foot or roll under the logs.
	Now this waterway is a quiet floating road into deeper wilderness. It leads
to the Allagash River, the only river in Maine that is a designated wilderness,
and is almost “free flowing,” meaning it has only two old dams blocking the
flow and the fish passage. In most places, it looks the same as when Thoreau
canoed it, and the French-Canadian trappers before him, and the American
Indians before them.
The waterway is still set in a working forest, but logs don’t travel to market
on the river anymore. Fortunately, the sounds of trucks and chainsaws, in
the few areas being “worked,” don’t penetrate the silence too often. The land
around the corridor is mostly untouched for miles, and the only thing floating
down the river are fish and sporadic canoes.
The farther we canoed into the Allagash River from the Penobscot River,
the more sunken logs we floated over, their bark eerily preserved in the cold
water. The girls started shouting out when they found more, trapped between
rocks or half buried in mud.
	Some logs had thick spikes still driven into their sides, with dark rust
sliding off and tainting the girls’ hands as they reached in to touch a piece of
the past. The logs and spikes weren’t a problem in the slower-moving water,
but, in the rapids, I had to keep my eyes peeled for them as I wove my canoe
through mounds of whitewater.
	I concentrated on the maps spread out before me on the smooth ledges of
Gero Island and drew our watery course through rivers and ponds with my
pencil. In some places, we were going to have to go short distances upstream
to reach the next body of water. Some of the girls crowded around me,
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their faces close to mine, strands of stringy hair dangling down like tendrils.
We squatted around the maps, pointing to different sections, rapids, and
historical places. They were very concerned about going upriver for eight
miles. I grinned and told them to imagine that they were fish fighting their
way up the river from the ocean.
Some of them glanced at my fishing rod leaning against the
dark green hull of my canoe, and one tentatively pointed out that I hadn’t
caught anything yet. “That’s because we haven’t gotten to the good spots yet.”
This waterway has been the traditional route of countless salmon, trout, river
herring, and alewives. Their numbers have decreased with the increase of
dams clogging Maine’s waterways, but the Allagash has fish ladders on its
dams, increasing the chance of the fishes’ survival.
Fish ladders are a series of steps with water flowing over them to allow
the fish to jump from pool to pool, and around or over the dam, as if it
were a waterfall. They have been partially successful in helping to restore fish
populations. For some fish, it has been a huge victory, but it hasn’t helped
others. Each species can jump a certain distance and height, so making a
ladder that accommodates all species is very difficult.
The abundance of dams on Maine rivers, particularly the Penobscot and
the Kennebec, prevent fish and eel populations from traveling downstream
and upstream between feeding and spawning areas. The few fish that miraculously make it over the 24- to 100-foot walls of concrete often get caught and
killed in the thrashing blades of the turbines on their swim back downriver.
The alewives, river herring, and Atlantic salmon populations, to name a few,
have steadily decreased in Maine with the increase of dams.
The Atlantic Salmon Commission counts the number of fish that return
to the rivers of Maine to spawn each year. The commission has estimated that
in the early 1800s, hundreds of thousands of salmon spawned in the northeast
rivers of Maine. In 2010, fewer than 2,000 returned to Maine.
There have been thousands of dams in Maine history. Most of the
early ones provided electricity for sawmills, then for textile mills. The river
drivers sometimes used dams to stop or divert the flow of logs along the
waterways. Dams also trapped water to power paper and pulp mills. Now
the water flowing over most of them generates electricity. We produce so
much electricity in Maine that we actually sell the excess to Massachusetts
and Connecticut.
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The dams littering the Maine waterways are not all in use. Some are
abandoned hydroelectric dams; others have been abandoned for decades, and
their purpose is unknown. For the most part, the abandoned dams remain in
the rivers, blocking the passage of fish into their spawning grounds.
I stood on the banks of the river alone the next morning
and cast my line, watching my forward loop unfurl over the current. The fly
skimmed the river surface before delicately landing. The free-flowing water
moved it too quickly, and I cast again, hitting the eddy line to slow it down,
so the fish could get a good look at it. I let it sit on the surface of the water
and float slowly along the eddy line, waiting for a fish to bite.
	Several casts later, I reeled in my line and tucked my rod into the canoe
and paddled out to a new spot along the river. I knew there were fish farther
out, but I wasn’t sure what kind or how many. As the river narrowed, I floated
up to some odd muck sticking out of the current. As I got closer, I realized
it was a pile of old logs and concrete blocks with shreds of canvas stretching
the span of the river. It was an old canvas dam, and the shreds of cloth bobbed
eerily just under the surface. I carefully picked my way through the mess,
trying not to get caught in it, wondering if there were very many fish beyond
the dam.
Rivers and fish can recover if they are given the chance. There has been a
recent movement to remove dams along the major rivers and add fish passages
to the remaining dams. The destruction of dams is controversial as the need
for “clean” power increases.
Hydroelectricity is clean; it doesn’t burn fossil fuels to create electricity.
But if a hydroelectric dam doesn’t have a fish ladder, it causes other equally
devastating environmental and economical problems.
	I gripped my rod and cast my line, hoping the fish up here had had time to
make a comeback—hoping to catch a glimpse of one on the end of my line.
I sent my line out in careful and swift loops, making the fly dance through
the air. The rod became an extension of my forearm, and I moved it back
and forth in slow motion, making sure the line didn’t tangle as the fly made
low figure-eights over the river. Fly-fishing is meditative time with the river.
I brought my rod on the trip, not necessarily to provide food, but to practice
an art and get to know the river more intimately.

Summer/fall 2016 103

My connection with the land is through the water, through
my family’s history in northern Maine and along the coast. I was passionate
about showing one of my favorite rivers to this group of Maine girls. Instead
of texting or Facebooking, they stood around me, knee deep in the cold current, learning to cast a fly rod, recognize where a fish would be, and mimic a
bug landing on the water.
	I handed the rod to Judy and stood next to her holding her arm, helping
her to get the feel of casting. She smiled and concentrated on the motion and
the water. The other girls stood to the side of me and watched Judy try it out.
I pointed to where the water was flowing fast, and where it slowed down,
and explained how, just as we used the river currents to our advantage in the
canoes, the fish also used them. I explained how the fish take a break in the
eddies and don’t want to use more energy than they have to. If the fly is in
a place where the fish would have to expend more energy to catch it than it
would gain by eating it, the fish will watch it float by. Judy cast on her own,
laughing when the line tangled, and then trying again to get the fly to where
I was pointing.
	Next, Jocelyn wanted to try it out. She had been fishing with her uncle
but hadn’t been able to cast; he had done most of the casting while she had
hung out. I let her hold the rod and gripped her forearm, just as I had with
Judy. Jocelyn’s face squished up in concentration as she threw the fly-line out
toward the eddy, and I let go of her arm and let her cast on her own.
As Jocelyn was casting, I turned to the other girls and made sure they
understood the importance of using the current to our advantage when
fishing and canoeing. Using the current was symbolic of the way we traveled
in the wilderness, “going with the flow” and adapting to changing weather
and situations. We literally floated in the currents and used them to help us
move our boats without overexerting ourselves.
We depend on the river to carry us, to teach us how to maneuver with the
current instead of fight it, and how to work with it instead of against it. The
girls watched the fly move along the current, and they learned how the fish
use the current. They were discovering the history of their state and taking
pride in it.
The remnants of their ancestors lay sunken below the canoes—the spikes
and logs of logging days. The waters carried our canoes over the same rocks and
past the same banks as those of the American Indians and fur traders. These
waterways were ancient; the grueling portages keep the waterway private and
gave the girls a sense of pride in their passage to the wilderness. They learned
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Learning to cast.

LEAH TITCOMB

their strength as women, mentally and physically, by paddling more than
170 miles and solo portaging their 80-pound canoes for two-mile stretches.
In an age where teenage girls are bombarded with messages about how they
should look and act, these girls were getting the chance to redefine themselves
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without outside pressures. They were being challenged to be physically and
mentally strong, and they had female role models to help them realize their
own strengths. Jocelyn was getting a chance to see a woman fish competently,
which was helping her to feel that she also could learn to fish competently.
She tried casting, instead of passively watching.
	I believe that these girls’ connection to the land strengthened as they
learned more about its history, how to fish the water, and how to guide canoes
through the rapids. They were learning to fish in the same waters that Thoreau and my grandfather (and his father before him) fished. The girls were
excited by casting and trying to predict where the fish would be. Each girl
took a turn with the rod, experientially learning how to cast a fly rod. The
others cheered the caster on and pointed to where they thought the most fish
would be hiding.
We stayed at the same primitive campsites that Thoreau so eloquently
wrote about, and we talked about the fact that now women, too, explore
the wilderness. These girls were getting to experience the Allagash wilderness
as it was more than 100 years ago and as it will be for the next 100 years—
that is, if young people like them will stand for the stipulations of the
Wild & Scenic Rivers Act of 1968. Their daughters might also get to learn
their own strengths and experience the independence of traveling, if these
girls help to keep it wild.
The Allagash River is the last wild river in the east. The other rivers of
Maine, like the Penobscot and Kennebec, have more volume and mass, but
they are developed. Hydroelectric dams trap the fish and clutter the waterways. Highways run next to them, and bridges span their width.
The Allagash originally had two access points, but as pressures increase from
special interest lobbyists, the number has been increasing. We had accessed
the Allagash the traditional way, via the chain of rivers and lakes stemming
from the Penobscot River. If so many dams didn’t interrupt the Penobscot
River, we could canoe the entire length of Maine. Instead, I had to drive to a
point where the river was free flowing, and we could float unencumbered to
the Allagash.
	Standing in the current of the Allagash, the girls felt the power of the water
push against their legs. They joked about how strong their legs were now, and
how their paddling arms could defeat any obstacle. It was heartwarming to
hear them talk so confidently about their bodies and their abilities after also
hearing their doubts about their strengths earlier in the trip. It made me smile
to hear them talk passionately about the fish in the water and ask questions
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about the waterway rights and politics. Delia handed the rod back to me after
her turn, and I made sure everyone had had her fill of casting before I took
the rod and looked out over the river.
The glistening side of a fish flickered for a split second beneath the water.
I zinged the fly on the end of my line out to where I had seen the flash. The
tops of trout are dark, with vermicular patterns that blend in with the dark
river bottom. The undersides are silvery, to blend in with the lighter sky.
Holding my breath, shoulders tense and ready, I let the fly float, and I tugged
it a few times to mimic a struggling fly on the water. The end of my rod
dipped slightly, and with a small flick of my wrist, I set the hook into the fish’s
lips. I reeled in against the strain of the struggling fish. After the fish wore
itself out, I dipped my net into the water and brought it briefly ashore. The
fish gasped, moving its thick-lipped mouth as if it was trying to speak to us.
The silvery scales on its sides reflected like mirrors back at the marveling girls.
When everyone had had a chance to see it, and before it ran out of oxygen, I
put it back into the water, holding it gently until it regained enough oxygen
and strength to slide out of my cupped hands, and dash away with the flick
of its dark tail. We stood in the water.
	Silently. Smiling. Listening to the sound of free-flowing water.

Leah Titcomb is a registered Maine Guide who teaches young people about the
natural world. She is often found canoeing on the waterways of Maine or adventuring in the mountains.
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The Randolph Glacier
Inventory
Scientists gathered in the White Mountains
to count the world’s glaciers
W. Tad Pfeffer
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S

low, steady work can be challenging. The effort of pushing
ideas forward, shaping thoughts, ordering knowledge, and finding the
end of a thread of ideas that will lead to new knowledge is an uneven trail,
and faint in places. The thread, once found, can easily be lost. Good, steady
work needs effort, time, order, peace, discipline, and—though many may
not know it—beauty helps. It’s hard to do good work in ugly surroundings.
Good designers know this, and those of us who live and work in beautiful
places benefit from that beauty in ways we frequently don’t recognize. For
most of my life, I’ve been attracted to graceful, harmonious places—many of
them in mountains—and I have been fortunate to live, work, and think in
those places. This is a story about the part played by a particular place in the
creation of a particular piece of knowledge.
I’m a glaciologist. I work with snow and ice of all kinds, but
mostly I work on glaciers. My job involves understanding how glaciers work:
what makes them grow and shrink, how they change shape or slide along the
bedrock beneath them, how water affects the ends of glaciers flowing into
the ocean, and how icebergs break off from the ends of glaciers and into the
ocean. I’ve done this work for nearly 40 years, investigating glaciers of the
past and present, but also the changing fate of glaciers in the future. Climate
change, of course, is a major part of this work. Snow and ice play many
roles in the changing environment of the Earth, from altering the reflectivity
of the Earth’s surface to storing water that, once released from snow and
ice on land, is destined to raise sea level. Discovering the magnitude and
timing of these future changes has become one of my most important jobs,
and one that I do in company with scientists from all over the world. My
research was pretty esoteric 40 years ago and pursued by a small handful of
people, but not today. Now, I have many colleagues, a lot of attention from
the media, and a to-do list of tasks that need to be done soon, and done right.
We need many resources to do this: satellite imagery, computer software, field
observations. Among them, however, a small item: a good working space—
quiet, harmonious, conducive to concentration—would be a nice asset.
	In 2010, I was nominated to join the group of some 300 other scientists
who compose the authorship of Working Group 1 of the fifth assessment
Glaciologists took a break from their inventory of the world’s 197,654 frozen rivers to
climb New Hampshire’s Pine Mountain. Valentina Radic (left), Alex Gardner, W. Tad
Pfeffer, and Jon-Ove Hagen chatted at the overlook. GEORG KASER
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of the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change, or IPCC. We were
charged with making a synthesis and assessment of the scientific basis of
climate change, including an update of what was known about the state
of global climate change since 2007, when the fourth assessment had been
published. My designated role in the fifth assessment was to coordinate and
assess projections of the portion of future sea level rise coming from the
world’s 200,000 “small” glaciers (these are all of the world’s glaciers with the
exception of the Greenland and Antarctic ice sheets). Although these glaciers
store only a very small fraction of the total ice volume on Earth, they are
nonetheless major sea level contributors. The total volume is small, but the
rate of ice being lost from these glaciers is enormous, and it has dominated the
losses from the Greenland and Antarctic ice sheets during the several decades
that these changes have been monitored. And this appears to be true for the
immediate future as well: the best numerical models all indicate that the small
glaciers will be major sea level contributors throughout the coming century.
Similar sea level rise projections had been made in the fourth assessment, but
the information available to modelers at that time was incomplete, and the
uncertainties of those projections was quite large. Among other problems,
only about one-third of the world’s glaciers had been inventoried, meaning
that their specific location, altitude, size, and shape (all needed for accurate
modeling) were unmeasured or at best crudely estimated. Observations of
snowfall and snowmelt on representative glaciers were also very incomplete.
One of the goals the community sought for the fifth assessment was a
complete global inventory of the small glaciers. Progress had been made
toward this objective in the years following the fourth assessment, but as the
deadline for the fifth assessment approached, those inventories that existed
still hung sluggishly at around 45 or 50 percent of the global total. Without
this very basic information, it was going to be very difficult to meet our goals
and improve on the projections of 2007.
	I met for dinner with a group of eight colleagues at a Chinese restaurant
in San Francisco in December 2010. We were all there for a yearly meeting
of geophysicists held in that city every December, and so for a few days we
were all together in one place. We were meeting to discuss how to handle
the problem of assembling a complete inventory of glaciers, and we had
come to a practical but possibly risky decision. For years, a lack of funding
had hampered progress on understanding the state of the small glaciers. In
the United States in particular, ice sheet research—regarded by many of my
colleagues as more rewarding than the effort of counting and measuring tens
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of thousands of little glaciers, seemingly more significant, and easier to sell
to agency administrators—had exhausted whatever grant sources we could
seek. We felt pessimistic that we could find other support at this late date,
and we now took a step we could not reverse. In the roughly eighteen months
left before our work was due, we had time to either write grant proposals
or do research, but not both. We decided that we would work on our own,
without funding, and rely on our colleagues around the world to assist us by
volunteering their time and effort as well.
We would have to work efficiently and set realistic goals in view of our
limited time and resources, and this meant that our concept of the global
inventory would have to be quite fine-tuned: we must include enough
information to accomplish the goals set by the IPCC assessment, but
nothing extra. This meant we would have to design simple procedures for
categorization and definition that had bogged down other inventory projects.
Our group of eight would act as an executive committee of sorts, but the
full authorship would necessarily be much larger. We left the meeting in San
Francisco unsure that we could make this plan work, but with a sense that we
were headed in the right direction.
My training and background made me a logical choice for the task given to
me in the IPCC assessment: I had spent almost my entire career thinking about
the particular challenges of the world’s small glaciers, and I knew the ways in
which knowledge of the ice sheets informed the study of small glaciers, as well
as how small glaciers inform understanding of the much larger ice sheets. I had
to accomplish two tasks, really: first, compile and assess knowledge required
for the IPCC’s report, and, second, help in the effort to do the research. This
is an important distinction because the IPCC reports on science; it does not
actually do the science. These tasks had to stay separate. Fortunately, I found
the distinction easy to make. The inventory would require mapping and
analysis of satellite images, skills that were not my particular specialties. I was
always more fascinated by the work that could be done on the ground, and
even beneath glaciers, accessed by drilling holes and placing instruments at the
glacier bed, where forces and movement could be monitored. Other scientists
who could accurately and efficiently extract the needed information from
satellite images would map the glaciers. My job would be to ensure that the
inventory brought together exactly the right information for the subsequent
modeling tasks. I also would keep the project on a timetable that would mesh
with the IPCC deadlines. This meant careful planning. We would do it right
and do it once. We would have no second chance.
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We felt an urgency to this task, but the work would be meticulous—
an exercise in slow, steady progress. Certainly, we needed a commitment
to the values underlying the study of climate, and the willingness to invest
effort and take action on potentially threatening environmental change.
These approaches are always required to retain focus in projects like this, but
even the most worthy cause can become tiring after too many long days of
labor. Staying focused and engaged despite setbacks (such as lack of money or
encountering nearly unsolvable problems) requires that we love the subject.
We must feel an aesthetic attraction that makes what one is doing intrinsically pleasurable. This is one of my advantages. I have been fascinated since
childhood with snow and ice. Winter has always been my favorite season,
and cold storms my favorite weather. As a young child, I waited for snow
every autumn, and derived intense pleasure from seeing the first snow of the
season. One of my very earliest memories is from my childhood home outside
Boston, looking out into the night and seeing snow falling in sparkling traces
through the bright beam of a porch light.
My love of snow was also nurtured by many winter days and nights spent
in Randolph, New Hampshire. My parents had discovered this mountaincentered community a few years before my birth and were regular summer
and winter visitors throughout my childhood and beyond. Randolph felt like
home as much or more than did our residence in Wellesley, Massachusetts
(where my father was a pediatrician). We took six- or ten-week summer
vacations that were far more possible 50 years ago than they are today. We
also would make the journey from Wellesley to Randolph most weekends in
winter—an arduous trip in our underpowered, underheated, VW Microbus—
for skiing, hiking, and evenings with our Randolph friends who (to my great
envy) lived there all year. As a small child, I scrambled over snowbanks. Later
I took winter trips to the Randolph Mountain Club huts and the summits
of the Northern Presidentials. Later still, I mountaineered in Alaska and
the Pacific Northwest. Ultimately, I took research expeditions to mountain
regions all over the world, from Arctic Canada, to Alaska and Antarctica,
to Mount Kilimanjaro. Throughout all of this travel and experience, from
childhood to a career in geophysics and glaciology, I have kept in my head
those images of snow falling in the porch light in Wellesley and my earliest
summits achieved on roadside snowbanks in Randolph.
Progress on the inventory was gratifyingly quick. Every
colleague we contacted for assistance recognized the project’s value and
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volunteered his or her support. Our eight-person “executive committee,” plus
a few more experts we recruited after the San Francisco meeting, provided
constant and constructive oversight. We met regularly and received some
travel expenses from the International Association of Cryospheric Sciences,
a European organization that supports a range of glacier-related activities.
At these meetings, we developed a scheme of organization, adapted from
other inventory projects, that would keep the data we were accumulating in
accessible and understandable forms and allow us to use other inventories,
reducing duplication of effort.
Glacier modelers prepared to work with our inventory data as soon as
we finished it. They would combine the size and location of today’s glaciers,
taken from our inventory, with a range of potential future climate conditions
as calculated by atmospheric modelers. The future conditions are based on
“emissions scenarios,” the variety of estimated rates of future fossil fuel consumption and release of atmospheric carbon dioxide that, overwhelmingly,
drives future climate warming. These, combined with mathematical models
of the movement of mass and heat through glacier systems, would predict

Even in clouds, Mounts Madison and Adams provide inspiration from the window of
Tad Pfeffer’s study in Randolph, New Hampshire, thousands of miles from his usual field
sites in Alaska and Canada. W. TAD PFEFFER
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quite accurately the growth or shrinkage of glaciers in every part of the world.
Net gains would come out of the oceans, and net losses would go into the
oceans. Our group and the modelers would work as quickly and carefully as
we could.
Randolph is a wonderful place to live for someone who loves the
mountains and wants to take advantage of every chance to get out hiking,
climbing, running, or skiing. For farmers, Randolph’s close association
with the White Mountains determined the town’s reputation, character,
and primary economic draw starting in the 1870s. Since the first quarter of
the nineteenth century, farmers had struggled to cultivate both the valley
of the Moose River, at the foot of Mounts Adams and Madison, and the
level ridge above the valley’s north side. For farmers, Randolph’s cold, highelevation location and clay-rich morainal soil produced indifferent results.
Like much of New Hampshire, the area produced more timber than food and
consequently could support few people year-round. But artists sought out
the summer hotels in the late 1800s, and after 1900, some of them became
long-term seasonal residents. Tourism in Randolph became linked to the
region’s fame as an outdoor destination.
The summer population of Randolph, and of many comparable seasonal
communities in New England, was composed mostly of families of academics
and clergy, these being two groups that normally enjoyed extended summer
vacations. Randolph, and similar destinations, such as Caspian Lake at
Greensboro in Vermont’s Northeast Kingdom, or the Rangeley Lakes in
western Maine, required long and often rather arduous journeys to reach a
century ago, and families could not easily make a weekend outing to their
summer cottage. Only those with extended free time during the summer
could typically manage such remote destinations. Academics and clergy both
made use of the summers for writing and study, interspersing desk work
in rainy periods with hikes on the crisp, blue “mountain days.” Randolph’s
academic residents, drawn largely from Harvard University, included two
Nobel laureates, a Harvard president, and many notable theologians. They
surely regarded the mountains and the town’s overall aesthetic as an agreeable
backdrop for intellectual work. Similarly, at Caspian Lake, where academics
of comparable stature were mostly associated with Princeton and Yale
universities, the lakeside setting of Greensboro’s cottage colony would have
provided a comparable aesthetic setting that supported extended periods of
study. There, small buildings detached from the main house served as studies
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and were referred to as “think houses.” Similar small studies, often little more
than a tool shed adapted to a new purpose, could be found behind many of
Randolph’s cottages.
	Over the many years that I have returned to Randolph, often only for
brief visits in summer or winter from our home in Colorado, I have thought
back to the many professors who made Randolph into a supportive backdrop
for their studies. More recently, I did so myself. In our present small cottage
on Randolph Hill, my study looks out over our garden to forest beyond, and
rising above that, the summits of Madison and Adams. Those mountains,
whether shadowed at dawn, bathed in the rich light of sunset, or, for that
matter, shrouded in clouds and rain, never fail to give me the sense that I am
in the right place and working on the right thing.
As the IPCC deadline drew nearer, and our travel funds for
inventory meetings depleted, I tried a new means of cutting costs. People
would still have to travel, but I invited the group to stay for free in Randolph,
where my wife’s family’s house could accommodate a fairly large group.
We would save more by doing our own cooking. The expense of time spent
in the kitchen rather than at work shrank in comparison to the social benefits
of the group working around a stove. I also looked forward to working with
my colleagues in the aesthetically stimulating setting of Randolph, which
I wanted to share with the group.
Eight people joined us in Randolph in September 2011. We worked
productively for two days during which we made difficult decisions on how
this new inventory would relate to the older inventories and how, moving
forward, the several other inventories would merge with ours into a single,
complete, and detailed inventory and be maintained by updates for future
users. In addition to work, however, our group enjoyed a short afternoon
hike up nearby Pine Mountain, and just before breaking up, we drove up
Mount Washington. One of our group, originally from Croatia, had heard
of the Mount Washington Observatory during her meteorological studies,
and the drive to the observatory on a perfect “mountain day” made her trip
doubly rewarding. All of my colleagues, having come from Canada, Austria,
Switzerland, and Norway in addition to the United States, felt the aesthetic
support that the place gives to study—and to life generally.
In the final meeting of our group, held at the University
of California at Berkeley shortly before we released the inventory to the
Summer/fall 2016 115

public, we asked what we would name it. We needed a name that reflected
the international and cooperative nature of the effort. A name drawn from
an individual or an institution would not do because so many people
had contributed; the number of contributors in the end totaled 76, so no
single institution name would be appropriate. Our Austrian member then
suggested the Randolph Glacier Inventory. That settled the issue. A neutral
name identified our project uniquely but without attaching credit unduly
to any specific person or institution. “Randolph” would have no specific
association for the vast majority of people encountering the name, except for
those of us who had been there. And for us, it commemorated a cooperative
effort to provide the scientific community, and through that the world at
large, with a crucial tool for understanding one aspect of the possible fate of
our environment. It also represents, for me, and I think for my friends and
colleagues as well, a brief but important encounter in an aesthetically ideal
place for intellectual and personal effort.
The Randolph Glacier Inventory project is now complete.
We delivered the inventory to the modelers in time for them to complete their
tasks; they were then able to write their own papers, get them through peer
review, and into print in time to meet the IPCC deadlines for consideration
in the fifth assessment. The results form only a part of the larger sea level rise
puzzle, but the conclusions of the fifth assessment are substantially advanced
and more robust than are those of the fourth assessment of 2007. The inventory and the models that use it tell us just how critical the smallest glaciers are:
their contributions to the ocean will determine, more than anything else, the
sea level changes that will occur in the near term, the crucial next few decades
when engineers and risk managers will be able to act most effectively. The fate
of the small glaciers will also shape the future of water resources in parts of the
world, including India, Nepal, Pakistan, and other countries in the shadow of
the Himalaya. Even the Arctic Ocean may be altered by water lost from the
glaciers of southern Alaska, where glacier runoff entering the Gulf of Alaska is
swept northwestward, through Unimak Pass and into the Arctic Basin, where
it will mix with Arctic waters, adding another variable to the already complex
system of Arctic sea ice.
The Randolph inventory is being updated regularly, and plans for its future
use and adaptation are progressing. I have moved on to other projects, and it
is very unlikely that my friends who joined me in September 2011 will all meet
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in Randolph again. New projects will require new collaborations, however,
and other meetings are possible. In the meantime, I value the days I have in
Randolph for all of their merits, including not only mountains to be climbed,
but also the setting and support the place provides for creative work. Every
day has its own ideal use, from the cold days of June, soaking wet, shrouded
in mist, and best spent in thought, to the brilliant days of August, when the
sun rises into a deep blue sky, and we drop whatever projects we have for a
trip in the mountains: a perfect mountain day.

W. Tad Pfeffer of Boulder, Colorado, is a glaciologist, geophysicist, and photographer
at the University of Colorado at Boulder. For 2015 to 2016, he served as a fellow of the
United States Agency for International Development. He is the author of The Opening
of a New Landscape: Columbia Glacier at Mid-Retreat (Columbia Geophysical Union,
2007) and The Hand of the Small-Town Builder (David R. Godine, 2014).
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A Maple for the Ages
Discovering a 250-year-old tree hidden
in an overgrown nature preserve
Christopher Johnson
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achusett Meadow Wildlife Sanctuary in centr al
Massachusetts spreads like an emerald comforter over 1,200 acres
of rolling terrain that encompasses wetlands, woodlands, and meadows.
The sanctuary, owned and managed by Mass Audubon, reposes south of
Wachusett Mountain, the most prominent rise in the rural precincts of this
region. The mountain floats above the surrounding land like a gentle cone
overlooking the Wachusett Reservoir. On a clear day, the mountain dives
into the reservoir and leaves its image on the calm surface of the waters.
Far fewer people explore Wachusett Meadow than climb Wachusett
Mountain, which hikers and skiers overrun. For that reason, I preferred
exploring the sanctuary to climbing that modest mountain during the years
that we lived in Massachusetts. On the 12 miles of trails at the sanctuary, I
would encounter only two or three other nature aficionados, and we would
approach each other shyly on the trail, say hello softly, and return to the
comfort of our own solitude. The sanctuary’s history—natural and human—
drew me toward it like a siren’s song carried on a fresh breeze. I watched the
cycles of nature reemerge there. The sanctuary’s natural rhythms helped me
understand the cycles in my own life.
The human history at Wachusett Meadow is typical for central
Massachusetts, and it reflects the conservation ethic that started to reclaim
green spaces after World War II. Edward and Lois Goodnow established a farm
there in 1786, a mere eleven years after the start of the American Revolution.
They built a house and then added on to it, and in 1830, the rambling house
turned into a tavern to service the bustling travel and commerce of the early
republic. In 1917, C.T. Crocker III bought the property, which was then about
600 acres, and there he raised cattle, horses, sheep, and oxen. He also built an
elegant gambrel-roofed barn that soared three stories into the sky. In 1956, the
good Mr. Crocker endowed the entire property to Mass Audubon. Today, the
home and the graceful barn still exist, housing the sanctuary’s nature center
and educational activities and serving as a testament to the human past of
the property.
	Since 1956, though, the main story of the sanctuary has been the gradual
reestablishment of the hegemony of nature, as the staff of the sanctuary has
permitted natural processes to reassert themselves on this land. I first hiked
through the sanctuary in 1985. Starting at the Crocker house, I tramped south

A few decades ago, the Crocker Maple’s lower limbs stretched out like octopus arms.
Its trunk was massive, and its bark resembled corrugated iron. CHRISTOPHER JOHNSON
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on a trail that had been mown to traverse a meadow that glittered with a
cornucopia of buttercups, clover, and daisies. I came to a boardwalk that
led into a red maple swamp. The environment became darker, denser. Frogs
croaked incessantly as if from another world. Logs jutted through the surface
of the water, resembling crocodiles. The wetland was quiet; an aura of mystery
hung like black satin over it.
The year before, I had started hiking almost every weekend, sometimes
with my wife, Barbara, sometimes with our two children, sometimes with
members of the Appalachian Mountain Club. I savored those walks. Nature
served as a counterpoint to my life during the week. In 1985, I was 37 years
old and was the supervising editor for a Boston publishing house—my first
position as a manager. Being from the perfectionist wing of the human
species, I obsessed about deadlines, personnel decisions, and the quality of
our work. At times, my week felt like a runaway train to which I clung, barely.
My weekend excursions in the Massachusetts countryside brought relief,
comfort, and renewal. I could turn off my overactive mind and access
my unconscious. The pioneering Swiss psychologist Carl Jung believed that
nature had restorative powers linked to our evolution and the development of human consciousness. In 1909, he reported a dream involving a
house of several stories. The top story symbolized modern consciousness.
Each story below represented major eras in history and, correspondingly,
stages in the evolution of human awareness. Beneath the cellar of the house,
embedded in the earth, was the most primordial stage of consciousness.
This was the layer of our instincts, which were buried beneath the hyperconsciousness of modern life. Jung wrote, “It is as if our consciousness had
somehow slipped from its natural foundations and no longer knew how to
get along on nature’s timing.”1
	Nature’s cycles and my own cellars—I reconnected with both on my weekend hikes. As I walked on the boardwalk through the sanctuary wetlands, the
pressures of the week gradually faded. From the wetland, the trail led me
north, across an asphalt road that had been named after the Goodnows. To
my left, on the other side of a meadow, an enormous tree towered over a
thicket of smaller trees. Intrigued, I approached it. My guidebook informed
me that the tree had been christened the Crocker Maple and that it had been
there for centuries. It stood 85 feet above us. Its trunk measured 186 inches
1. Carl Jung, The Earth Has a Soul, edited by Meredith Sabini (Berkeley: North Atlantic Books,
2008, 68–69).
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around. The lower limbs stretched out like octopus arms for 120 feet, longer
than the length from home plate to first base. The trunk was massive, and the
bark resembled corrugated iron. The tree was in full leaf.
The lowest limbs reached out only three or four feet above the ground.
They swooped downward and then upward, and the locals called them “pony
branches” because children used to heave themselves on the limbs and “ride”
them. The Davey Tree Company first started acting as stewards for the tree in
1935, taking actions to keep it standing. The limbs and leaves were so heavy
that one of the arborists embedded cables in the thick center branches of the
tree to support the upper limbs’ weight.
Joe Choiniere, who once served as the property manager of the sanctuary, wrote in Sanctuary, the journal formerly published by Mass Audubon,
“I am often affected by the notion that trees connect sky and earth, acting
as a conduit between two worlds and serving as a living space for so many
organisms.”2 As I walked around the tree, I saw what he meant. The limbs of
the Crocker Maple looked like arms, and the twigs resembled tiny, delicate
fingers.
As I circumnavigated this magnificent tree, I soaked in its massive
scale. It was a champion tree. Such trees are measured for their height and
circumference and the spread of their branches. Arborists have a formula
for declaring trees to be champions, and if a tree receives a score of 300 or
better, it is considered to be one. The Crocker Maple’s unofficial score was
311. I could see that over the years, the weather had nicked away at the tree,
downing one branch and then another—the cycles of nature at work. When
a branch fell, the remaining limbs grew more leaves, increasing the load that
the remaining tree had to bear.
Mass Audubon estimated that the tree was about 250 years old, meaning
that it dated from before the Revolution. The tree had witnessed generations
of human activities—wars, depressions, the turning of the centuries. It carried the burden of the decades. It looked upon us with stolid indifference.
The Crocker Maple touched me deeply. As Choiniere observed, the tree
connected heaven and earth. It embodied the continuity of life. It was a
sentient link to the past, a piece of living history. It had experienced the
cycles of life—losing limbs, growing limbs, dropping leaves in the autumn,
sprouting leaves in the spring. It was integrally connected to the surrounding
2. Joe Choiniere, “The Life and Death of the Crocker Maple,” Sanctuary: The Journal of
Mass Audubon, Fall/Winter 2013–2014, page 9.
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biotic community: the soil, the grass, the birds, the squirrels, the worms, the
snakes, the bushes, the surrounding trees, the atmosphere. I felt the power of
this tree deep inside my nerves and muscles and bones. Jung wrote, “It is these
primordial images which influence us most directly, and therefore seem to be
the most powerful.”3
	I walked north, passing the sanctuary headquarters and climbing a slope
as subtle as the curve of a human body. The trail traversed another meadow
and then entered a woodland. The sun blazed like a diamond, but leaves
arrested the sun’s rays and fell to the soil in broken shards. I passed a stand
of beeches and shagbark hickories and approached one of the hickories. The
Crocker Maple had inspired me to draw close to the tree, to study this living
being that connected heaven and earth. I closed my eyes and felt the slabs
of bark that jutted out. The bark felt like rough leather, with hundreds of
crevices in which insects could live, and the edges of the protruding bark felt
like a blunt knife. I felt a kinship with this tree, which, like me, shared the
resources of the earth.
	I opened my eyes and looked upward. The crown, 80 or 90 feet above me,
was oval-shaped. A memory flooded into my mind’s eye, as sharp and clear as
if it had happened yesterday. It was the image of an ancient tree in a woods
near where I had lived as a child in northern Ohio. It was a tree where my
friends and I would gather often, and one time one of the friends took out
his Boy Scout knife, and with that knife, we each carved our initials into the
trunk of the tree. The memory made me shiver down to my hiking boots,
down to the earth.
The trail carried me across a stone wall and past mountain laurel. The
light pink flowers rested like sprites against dark green leaves. I headed right
toward a rocky outpouring of granite. My guidebook said that the boulders
were gneiss and schist. When glaciers sat on these lands between 12,000 and
15,000 years ago, they grabbed hold of the boulders and deposited them there.
I felt the boulders, and they were craggy and implacable. I pictured the glacier
like a steam shovel plowing these boulders through the terrain. The boulders
were beautiful in their way—large and imperious. They had a strange power.
They would be here long after I was gone. The trail continued on to Brown
Hill, which according to the guidebook featured a relatively new growth of
trees and shrubs spread across a plateaued surface. The hill was only 1,312 feet
high, but I decided not to climb it. I was tired; I could make that short climb
another day.
3. Jung, 69.
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In 1995, I returned to Wachusett Meadow, this time with Barbara.
The natural changes were startling, and the most remarkable transition
had occurred at the wetlands with the boardwalk threading through it. A
pond now spread across the shallow bowl of land, formed by a dam that
beavers had built on East Wachusett Brook. Cindy Dunn, currently the site
manager and conservation coordinator for the sanctuary, explained, “Beavers
were purposefully introduced to Massachusetts, and they found their way
to Wachusett Meadow in 1993 or 1994. They had been extirpated 200 years
before. Beavers built a large dam, which blocked the culverts on the brook
and gradually filled in a large bowl of land. It took a while for the land
to flood from the dam. The water gradually crept upland until it covered
about 80 acres.”
Branches had fallen to the ground like giant wounded soldiers, and some of
the lower limbs sagged near the ground, groaning with the weight of time.

Barbara and I drew near the pond. The boardwalk stood several feet
underwater, now. I confess to being disappointed, for I had loved tramping
through that mysterious wetland. Yet as I continued to observe, I saw new
beauties. Waterlilies floated on the surface like exquisite figures frozen in
time by an artist. Trees that had once dotted the wetland now stood in the
water, lifeless and leafless and limbless and looking like noble pillars of black
marble. Dunn noted that other hikers at the sanctuary had shared my initial
disappointment at seeing the pond. “Just before the beavers came,” she said,
“the sanctuary had raised funds to build the boardwalk through the wetland.
It was very popular. After we let the area flood, some people expressed
frustration about losing the boardwalk, but we explained the natural process.”
The staff had not interfered with the cycles of nature. They had permitted the
transitions of nature to occur and had even started conducting canoe trips on
the pond to educate visitors about the newly formed ecosystem.
Barbara and I continued on to the Crocker Maple. The intervening years
had also worked their inevitable way with the ancient tree. Branches had
fallen to the ground like giant wounded soldiers, and some of the lower limbs
sagged near the ground, groaning with the weight of time. Meanwhile, as
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branches had fallen, the tree compensated by forming more leaves on the
branches that remained, adding weight to the tree. By not adding more chains
or buttressing the tree in other ways, sanctuary managers were allowing the
cycles of nature to reassert themselves in this complex ecological community,
of which the Crocker Maple was a highly visible representative.

Another eight years passed, and in 2003, Barbara and I returned
to Wachusett Meadow again. In the time since our last visit to the sanctuary,
the cycles of life had moved inexorably forward for us. We had moved from
Boston to Chicago, and we were visiting the sanctuary as part of a weeklong
vacation in Massachusetts. Our children had graduated from college. Our
son was married and had his own son. Barbara’s father—an oak-like figure to
us—had passed away.
We walked first to the beaver pond, finding the water lower than it had
been in 1995, and the boardwalk was now submerged only a few inches below
the level of the water. We learned that in the early 2000s, Massachusetts had
endured a very dry summer, and at one point, the water had drawn down so
far that one could see exposed mud. The pond had replenished itself somewhat since the drought, but the water had not risen to the level it had reached
in 1995. Some of those lifeless and leafless trees still dotted the pond. Yet where
the water had claimed the lives of the trees, it had also nurtured new life, as
we saw several nests of great blue heron chicks, and their parents landed on
and ascended from the water with grand majesty.
We walked north to the Crocker Maple. It had finally succumbed to time.
On November 18, 2002, Mass Audubon workers had heard a loud snap, and
they knew that the enormous tree had fallen. That day, an ice storm had swept
through central Massachusetts. Ice had weighed down the branches, and a
fierce wind howling out of the northwest had ended the life of this magnificent tree. The sanctuary workers had been able to count the rings, and they
confirmed that the Crocker Maple had been 240 years old.
We felt an ineffable sadness as we stared at this fallen giant. Its enormous
limbs lay, sprawled and broken, on the ground. In his article about the tree
for Sanctuary, Joe Choiniere recalled, “After the tree fell, the outpouring of
sentiment and comments overwhelmed me. Trees have an almost universal
appeal, and old large trees even more so.”4 One teacher said she would miss
4. Choiniere, 8.
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bringing children to see the tree and that many children over the years had
hugged it. Donna Choiniere wrote, “The Crocker Maple was a family tree—
a few tears from my own little ones watered the tree’s abundant roots at
times.”5 We had lost a beloved conduit between the earth and the heavens.
	Shaking our melancholy, Barbara and I headed northeast. This time, we
climbed Brown Hill. Blazes in blue marked the trail and led us up on the flat
rocks that ascended the hill. Arrows painted on rocks kept us on track toward
the summit. When we reached the top, which was marked by a cairn, a soft
yet insistent breeze greeted us. To the south, the beaver pond shimmered
in the sun, and woods surrounded the pond like guardians. In the other
direction, to the northeast, rose Wachusett Mountain—an old friend that we
had climbed with our children long ago.
Yellow arrows led us on a path around the summit. Bushes scattered like
pool balls across the plateau, which lay with arms opened to the sun. We saw
a birch tree of medium girth and approached it. I felt its paper-like bark,
which was as smooth as a child’s skin. I looked up and marveled at the leaves
dancing in the breeze and catching the light at different angles, reflecting
multiple shades of green. Then, unexpectedly, Barbara did something that
only Barbara would do—she wrapped her arms around the trunk of the birch
and gave it a kiss. A kiss! I howled! I loved what she had done! She had
welcomed a tree to replace the Crocker Maple in our hearts. The cycles of
nature and affection were like a Mobius strip, continuing ever onward.
	I reflected that it had been nearly twenty years since I had first hiked at
Wachusett Meadow. In the intervening years, I felt as if I had calmed down
and invited life more fully. My self-doubts back then seemed like existential
yearnings. In the rhythms of nature, I had learned my own rhythms—that I
would feel sadness and disappointment and that these so-called negatives were
simply a part of the rhythms of life that would eventually resolve into calm,
confidence, belief, wonder, and amazement, like the times of the seasons.
For tens of thousands of years, humans lived in accordance with the
rhythms of nature, rising with the sun, engaging in the hunt, sowing the
fields, harvesting the crops, retiring with the setting sun. Only in the past
200 years, with the advent of industrialization, have most people lived lives
out of sync with the rhythms of nature. Our hearts and our brains evolved
to the sights and sounds and rhythms of nature. We in the modern world
may have grown apart from those rhythms, yet if we welcome them, they
5. Choiniere, 9.
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still have the ability to calm us and make us feel whole. For 25 years, I have
hiked almost every weekend, feeling the bark of trees, climbing mountains,
wading through tallgrass prairie, winding down canyons. These experiences
have burrowed inside me, just as Wachusett Meadow Sanctuary and the
Crocker Maple became part of my heart and will remain there forever.

Christopher Johnson is a writer and editor who lives in Chicago. He is co-author
of Forests for the People: The Story of America’s Eastern National Forests. His essay,
“Frankenstein Cliff and the Black Dog,” originally published in this journal, appears
in No Limits But the Sky: The Best Mountaineering Stories From Appalachia Journal
(AMC Books, 2014).
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Letters
A Study in Contrasts
The [Winter/Spring 2016] issue of Appalachia might be called a study in
contrasts. The lead article concerns Kate Matrosova, the journal concludes
with Steven Jervis’s “In Memoriam” about Bill Putnam, and on pages 110–111
there is the Accidents report “Prepared for Extremes.”
Without going into the discussion on Kate Matrosova and her decisions,
it is interesting to contrast Sandy Stott’s portrayal of her with Bill Putnam.
Both had a strong motivation to climb, but Putnam had what we would call
respect. (Love?) That being said, the report on pages 110–111 is certainly right on
the mark.
As a sequel on the rescuers is planned, and I look forward to it, an
interesting question should be raised as how they made the decision to
undertake the rescue, as I have heard from several climbers that there is an
implication in the article they could have just stayed home.
—Jack Reilly, Dobbs Ferry, New York

To Our Readers of the Appalachian Mountain Club’s White Mountain
Guide: The Appalachian Mountain Club recently revised the acknowledgements in the White Mountain Guide, edited by Steven D. Smith and Mike
Dickerman, to recognize the contributions of both Gene Daniell and Jon
Burroughs. Here is an excerpt:
The current editors of the White Mountain Guide feel connected
to a long and cherished tradition handed down to us by a century’s
worth of editors and committee members. There are far too many
names to list here—for a comprehensive history of the guidebook, see
White Mountain Guide: A Centennial Retrospective, published by AMC
Books—but two individuals helped to bring the Guide into the modern
era. Gene Daniell edited this guide from its 23rd through 28th editions
(a period spanning a quarter-century), and under his stewardship
improvements in voice and the addition of key elevation data and a list
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of easy to moderate hikes were made. For ten years he worked closely
with Jon Burroughs, associate editor of the 25th edition and co-editor
of the 26th edition. Jon used a surveyor’s wheel and over the period
measured every maintained trail in New Hampshire, covering more
than 2,000 miles, and he took extensive notes in the field, contributing
many corrections and the trail segment mileage that appeared in the
book. We are honored to continue the fine work of both.
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Moose Gives Birth
Back beside the jack pine, beneath
its boughs on cradled brush
she waits and waits, endures until
she feels the unfettered flow
freeing the masked, muddled shape:
steaming folds of wrinkled fur
tender to her nudge —
an innocent thrust
into the unfamiliar world.
Baggage removed, her burden
now fused into fresh, fragile flesh,
a few weighted blinks remind her
of life’s decisive tasks just begun:
nurture and nourish, guard and guide,
forage, trek, scent—each breath
gauging devotion and danger.
Max L. Stephan

Max Stephan’s work has appeared in the Christian Science Monitor, Cimarron Review,
the Louisiana Review, Potomac Review, Blueline, and Slipstream. He is an assistant
professor at Erie Community College in Buffalo, New York.
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Accidents
Analysis from the White Mountains of
New Hampshire and occasionally elsewhere

W

hat arrested my attention in last season’s search-andrescue reports was the number of slip-ups. Of 62 incidents reviewed,
22 began with slips. These made me think of footing, from two angles: first,
weather and trail conditions; second, what people put on their feet.
	In summer 2015 and its shoulder seasons, most of the heat stayed south
and west of the Whites, which were well watered and sometimes doused.
Worldwide, it was the hottest year on record, but in the North Country,
temperatures were moderate and encouraged foot-fun. Although total rainfall
was near normal, the cool weather of early summer—especially in June—
meant that the near-average rainfall stuck around on the ground for long
stretches. There was simply less mopping up by the usual high, hot sun or
thick towels of warm wind.
The second angle of wondering looked down, toward what we wear on
our feet when we go out and up. Was I looking at some spawn of a transition
in footwear during this slippery summer?
“Back in the day,” hikers wore boots (usually with lug soles) and sneakers
(usually patterned but slickish on the bottom) and inappropriate other shoes.
Choice of footwear for the mountains was limited, and so it was easy if one
tended toward prudence or tradition: boots ruled. Athletic footwear has
exploded, ranging now from recognizable boots through a spectrum of demiboots and on into a broader spectrum of trail-running-ambling-shuffling
shoes. What do we know of our treads, and how secure are we on them?
I’d say less than hikers and climbers of a generation ago.
Confession of bias: I grew up into Limmer boots; getting my first pair (of
two, lifetime) when my feet stopped growing was a rite of mountain passage.
I had arrived. And during the 40 years I wore those boots, I got to know their
soles’ capabilities very well. I simply knew when they would hold and when
they wouldn’t; I was rarely wrong.
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My shift to lighter footwear some years ago bowed to the old saw,
“Every pound on your feet is worth five on your back,” and it grew also
from my longtime fondness for running trails. My switch also mimicked the
aforementioned broader one, and, as I replaced these lighter trail shoes once
or more per year, I had to learn and relearn their soles. Yes, much of the time,
I still knew when I’d hold and when I risked slippage, but near-certainty
vanished. All of this made me speculative, careful, and, I think, a little more
vulnerable. And it makes me wonder just how much each of us knows about
our sole source of traction on our trails.
Perhaps through the examples of a few of the slip stories below, we may all
think a little more about the tread that meets the trail.
The season’s other noted trouble was with water. New Hampshire Fish and
Game called it “a very dangerous summer” as the agency catalogued a series of
water-related fatalities. We begin, then, at the water’s edge.

Fast-Rising Brook
On May 4, 2015 at 10:50 p.m., NHFG received a report of two overdue hikers.
Eric D., age 38, and Veronique R., age 34, from Granby, Quebec, had left the
Lincoln Woods parking area off the Kancamagus Highway that morning with
the reported intent of climbing Owls Head as a day hike. Both hikers were
said to be experienced, and this factor, added to the warm temperatures and
uncertainty about their route, persuaded NHFG to wait until daybreak to see
if the hikers made their way out. A check of the parking area on the morning
of the 5th found the hikers’ car still there. NHFG launched a search.
The past winter’s significant snowpack was still in mid-melt, and the 4th’s
temperatures in the 70s had the area’s rivers running high. Conservation officers (COs) drove in on all-terrain vehicles and found Veronique (and her dog)
on the Lincoln Brook Trail, blocked by the high waters of Franconia Brook.
COs could not cross the swollen river to assist her until they had backtracked
and found a safer ford; the officers then escorted Veronique out.
Meanwhile, Eric had consulted his map and set out on a bushwhack to
find a way to the Lincoln Woods Trail without any dangerous river crossings.
He then planned to either return for Veronique and her dog, or send someone
back to get them. Eric and Veronique developed this plan partly because
her dog had hesitated even at small river crossings throughout the day. Eric
emerged at 1:20 p.m. on the 5th; COs and Veronique reached the parking area
at 4 p.m. The pair carried no overnight gear.
Summer/fall 2016 131

Comment: Once trapped by rising waters, both hikers showed good
judgment by not forcing a crossing. As the next three incidents will point
out, water is in many ways our mountains’ most dangerous element. Less
laudable is the pair’s decision to split up. Though reportedly experienced in
the White Mountains, Eric and Veronique created a situation where each had
no backup or assistance, and, at a time when they were overdue, they also
created the possible need for separate searches. Planning a solo hike is very
different from two going solo after they encounter trouble. Dogs, too, shape a
hike; the woods and streams can seem just as alien to them as they do to other
inexperienced beings.

Slippery
Mid-August saw two brook-centered fatalities. The first was Steven M., age
29, who on the 8th sought to climb the attractive, steep ledges beside Pitcher
Falls, along the Champney Falls Trail. The second was Julia H., age 17, on
the 11th; she tried to jump from rock to rock while crossing a rain-swollen
Franconia Brook.
At around 12:30 p.m. on the 8th, Steven and a large group of friends
reached the falls, where three of them decided to climb the steep ledges beside
the stream. Although the rock that day was dry, it is smoothed by years of
flow (as NHFG CO Alex Lopashanski pointed out). Steven slipped in an
exposed position and fell some 40 feet onto the rocks below. The region of the
falls has no cell phone reception, and so the news traveled out with a hiker,
who informed U.S. Forest Service employee Ben Smith. Smith hiked in the
1.9 miles, arriving at about 1:45; NHFG COs followed and set up the littercarry that brought Steven’s body out.
Comment: Such accidents are a recurring problem where steep terrain
and water meet. Open rock and falling water seem to offer a siren call to
hikers, “Come, take a look at this,” and some do. And, as Lopashanski noted,
once someone is out on its water-worn surface, there may be less traction,
especially when wet. The sound of water slipping over and falling to stone
should always suggest caution.
Heavy rains on the 11th had raised the level of Franconia Brook by the time
Julia and friends reached Franconia Falls with the aim of taking a swim, so
they resolved to cross the brook to find quieter, slower water for that swim.
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Two friends crossed first, and as she followed, hopping from rock to rock,
Julia missed a landing on a slippery boulder and fell into the brook, where
the swift waters swept her under. Her friends could see her hand, but Julia
was either wedged into a rock or held down by the water’s force, and they
couldn’t reach her.
	Shut off from cell phone reception by the terrain, one of the friends, Samuel S.-F., ran the three miles to the Lincoln Brook parking area, where he
flagged down a motorist and summoned help. COs, the Lincoln Fire Department, the Woodstock Fire Department, the U.S. Forest Service, the Lincoln
Police Department, and the Linwood Ambulance responded, and, using
ATVs, they reached the site of the accident. Even in the few hours between
the accident and his return to the site, Samuel S.-F., found that the waters had
risen further; now they covered even the rocks the group had used to cross.
COs reported “extremely high water” that forced them off-trail and made
ropes necessary when they found and recovered Julia’s body.
Comment: Franconia Falls is a popular site for swimming and sliding in
the brook’s currents, but the day’s rains had made the usual spots off-limits.
Julia and her friends were being prudent in seeking slower waters for their
swim, but, as we see often in this column, the crossing of water, not the
swimming in it, caused an accident. COs cited not only the water’s raised
power, but also the water-slippery boulders as dangers at that crossing. Our
mountains’ funneling effect makes their rivers especially subject to rapid rises.
Any heavy rain’s a signal to be wary approaching brooks, rivers, and streams.

Solo Hiker Swept Away
On October 14, the brother of Clairemarie C., age 64, reported her missing
when she did not show up for work following her planned solo hike in the
White Mountains. Authorities began looking for her. On October 16, after
a significant search of the Pemigewasset Wilderness area by land and air on
the 15th, rescue personnel followed a social media tip and found Clairemarie’s
body washed up along the North Branch of the Gale River. NHFG COs then
pieced together what must have happened. They speculated that more than
two weeks earlier, on September 30, following heavy rains, Clairemarie had
tried to cross the swollen Garfield Brook while descending the Gale River
Trail. She was caught in its current and carried nearly a half-mile downstream
to where she was found.
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Clairemarie had planned an early October, five-day solo hike from the
Garfield Trail parking lot out to Bondcliff and back, staying at Garfield
Ridge and Guyot campsites, a 26-mile itinerary that suggests ample time
for walking and nosing about. Such hikes were an annual tradition for her,
and she took her two weeks of vacation at that time to make them possible.
Clairemarie was an experienced hiker and longtime Appalachian Mountain
Club member. Although going alone might draw attention, it was also likely
that she would have met plenty of people during this popular hiking period.
Once her brother reported her missing, and the search began, it became clear
that she had come to the mountains a week earlier than planned. Her brother
later said that she often altered plans to match the weather.
After the unsuccessful search on the 15th, posts asking for help on social
media elicited notice from two visitors of a sighting of someone fitting
Clairemarie’s description at Galehead Hut on the night of September 29. That
sighting, confirmed by the hut’s register and the heavy rains of the 30th, led
NHFG to shift from searching Clairemarie’s planned route and instead look
at the possibility that she had descended the Gale River Trail, which meets the
road a mile and a half from her car.
Comment: When we go out alone, we can rewrite our plans based on
what we encounter or by our whims, and, as the plans change, whatever itinerary we’ve left behind goes out of date. So, if we go missing, that summary
provides only a starting point for those looking for us. No condemnation
here, just a note that finding us when we stray is sometimes, even in this era of
technology and overflights, guesswork. Also of note: searching methods have
expanded into social media.
Another raised river figures in this story, and the usual cautions pertain,
with an added consideration: once full fall arrives and trees and other plants
stop drawing much water from the ground and the cooling air tightens it,
water runs more freely into rivers. Summer’s sponging effect has gone away,
so rivers rise even more quickly in heavy rain. This is what happened when
Clairemarie was out. As proof of this, the two hikers who reported seeing
Clairemarie at Galehead on the 29th descended on the Twin Brook Trail the
next day; the heavy rains made the river crossing dangerous, and they were
forced to spend a night in the woods.
By sad coincidence, Clairemarie was reported missing on the same day
that Appalachian Trail thru-hiker Geraldine Largay’s remains were discovered
less than two miles from the trail in Redington Township, near the Bigelow
Preserve. Largay had been missing for more than two years. The two incidents
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are joined by the absence of specifics known about each solo hiker’s steps that
led to disappearance and by the rarity of such incidents.
A few thoughts about crossing rivers alone: even at the edge of mild
streams and rivers, I always pause for a moment to look both up- and downstream. Steve Smith, my favorite mountain blogger (at mountainwandering.
blogspot.com/), does the same. I want a sense of the terrain and the river’s
flow, where it goes and what it might mean to go or be taken there. Then,
once I decide to cross, there are steps to take: unclip waist belt and shoulder
strap to make shucking my pack easy if I fall; pick a route and then examine
its surfaces; decide too if staying dry makes sense (for me, it does only if the
rocks I’ll cross on look stable, have good traction, and don’t demand leaps);
if I will wade, take off socks and leave boots/shoes on; take small steps; face
partially upstream; if the water is swift and above knee-level, consider finding
another crossing . . . or waiting, even if it adds a day. I’ve scouted for a halfhour to find a better crossing. Also, I hike and run now with poles most of
the time; they help with balance in water. If I’m not carrying poles, I’ll often
choose a solid stick for a third point of balance. River crossing’s a complex
subject: a National Outdoor Leadership School (NOLS) Guide offers more
than six pages of advice on the subject.

In a Flash
August 11 hurled some heavy weather at the Whites (see the drowning of Julia
H. above), and a morning thunderstorm that blew in on Mount Madison
scattered a party of five hikers to the point where a significant search had to
be launched for one as the day waned. At around 9 a.m. on the second day of
a section hike along the AT, the five, who were from Michigan (with some AT
experience, but all new to the Whites) arrived at Madison Spring Hut, where
they took a short break. They then turned up toward the summit, and, as they
climbed, the group spread out before the storm hit. It shocked the hikers:
one described it as worse than any weather he’s ever seen. Each of them fled
down on a different trail. On nearby Mount Washington, 1.11 inches of rain
fell, and the winds hit peak gusts of 71 mph. Jeff S., who later called for help
finding his nephew, Jason S., age 32, said he hid behind a cairn at the storm’s
height and saw his nephew go by but couldn’t get his attention. One of the
group reportedly shucked off his pack and just ran. By late afternoon, four
of the hikers had emerged on their various trails; Jason was unaccounted for.
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	Searchers from Androscoggin Valley Search and Rescue, AMC, Randolph
Mountain Club, and NHFG looked for Jason in the dark. It was one of
the season’s larger efforts. Eventually, they located Jason camped at the same
Osgood Tentsite that his group had aimed for when they left Madison Spring
Hut. Jason waited in a spot where his phone could get no signal—another
common problem in the Whites—so his attempts to call out and receive his
friends’ calls failed.
Comment: Weather and reading it lie at the heart of this episode. On
the exposed summit of Mount Madison, it pays to be weather-wary. The
advantage of all that exposure is that one can see clouds as they approach—
if there’s no fog. But a scan of the weather on nearby Mount Washington
during that morning (see table below) shows visibility dropping from 90 miles
to a tenth of a mile in an hour; it also shows a strong wind from the south and
rain arriving midmorning. Mount Madison would be directly in the path of
this weather, and once it clapped down on the summit area, hikers would be
pummeled and unable to see where they were. If lightning and thunder were
also embedded in that cloud cap, the effect and nearness of danger would be
daunting. Perhaps that explains the scattering of the Michiganders and some
of the panic that ensued.
Reading weather in the mountains is an art with old and new techniques.
The old ones—being aware of the day’s and days’ forecasts, watching clouds,
reading wind direction and strength, listening, scanning memory for
similarities—should go with each person who climbs. But, of course, these
skills require experience. The new methods—tech-enabled forecasts and
condition reports (including radar)—require equipment that works wherever
Mount Washington Conditions, August 11, 2015
Time

Temp

Visibility

Wind

Gust

Sky

6:49 a.m.

41.0 °F

90.0 mi

South 43.7 mph

54.1 mph

Overcast

7:48 a.m.

44.6 °F

0.1 mi

South 42.6 mph

62.1 mph

Fog

9:48 a.m.

48.2 °F

0.0 mi

SSE 41.4 mph

54.1 mph

Fog, Rain

10:47 a.m.

48.2 °F

0.0 mi

SSE 49.5 mph

58.7 mph

Fog, Rain
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one is. The Whites are rife with spots where tech signals don’t roam, where the
old ways of knowing trump the new.

Monadnock and Monadnock and Monadnock—Let’s All Go
A July 13 NHFG press release began this way: “Around 9 p.m., Fish and Game
Conservation Officers were called to Mount Monadnock State Park for the
third time in the last three days. . . . ”
	On July 11, NHFG COs were called to look for a missing 55-year-old man,
Travis P. They set out at 6:45 p.m. Travis had begun the day with his friend
Paul V. (whose age was not reported) ascending the popular White Dot Trail,
with plans to return the same way. The two had separated early in the day
because Paul moved much faster than Travis.
Later in the afternoon, when Paul returned to the base, he couldn’t find
Travis, and so he went to park headquarters to report him missing. Travis’s
wife also called New Hampshire State Police to say her husband had potential
medical issues. The officers searching could not find him as darkness arrived.
Search parties kept on into the night, and at a little after midnight state park
personnel located Travis off-trail in the Mead Brook drainage. He had fallen
and was lodged between boulders, where he couldn’t move. Rescuers from the
state park, NHFG, Jaffrey Fire and Rescue, Troy Fire Department, and volunteers from Rescue Inc. in Brattleboro, Vermont, carried him off the mountain
in a litter, clearing the mountain finally at 7 a.m.
	In a later interview, Travis said he’d lost his way when he reached treeline;
after wandering for several hours, he decided to try to go down the drainage,
where he fell and became stuck. He had remained wedged into this spot
for more than ten hours. He was transported from the base to Monadnock
Community Hospital, where he was treated for a number of injuries.
	It was a big week for problems on Monadnock. The next day, NHFG went
out to search for a tired hiker who had called for help and who, fortunately,
didn’t end up needing assistance.
And then, on July 13, NHFG officers were called to Monadnock again.
Merlinna N. V., 22, and her 14-year-old relative were missing. The pair had
become separated from their group during descent, and, just before dark, two
of their relatives arrived at park headquarters and called police for help. The
relatives also had Merlinna’s cell phone, and so park officials could not call
her. Two COs got to the park at about 9:30 p.m. to begin their search, and, as
they arrived, the pair emerged from the woods.
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Comment: A note about our friendly “little” mountains that draw so many
who would stay away from their higher cousins to the north. Monadnock,
with its many trails, open summit, and easy access, is a particular magnet.
Often, it’s cited as the second-most-climbed mountain in the world after
Japan’s Mount Fuji. That Monadnock’s slopes and woods contain the same
risks as other mountains gets lost amid the crowds—so many people; it must
be safe.
But the distance from a traveled, sometimes crowded trail to nowhere-atall is not great. Once he was there, Travis also fell. Only a little imagination
suggests how his incident could have ended with big woe.

Flight Patterns
Helicopters figured in four searches or rescues. The following story of one
of them illustrates their increasingly common use in search-and-rescue in
the Whites.
An 11 a.m. call on October 10 alerted NHFG to a Quebec man’s medical
emergency high on the Falling Waters Trail in the vicinity of Shining Rock.
Simon D., age 24, had collapsed, and friends and passersby had begun
cardiopulmonary resuscitation. NHFG, U.S. Forest Service personnel,
Pemigewasset Valley Search and Rescue, and AVSAR volunteers responded.
A call also went out to the New Hampshire National Guard, which agreed
to send a helicopter to the scene. CO Robert Mancini reached Simon at
12:35 p.m. and determined they should move him for a helicopter rescue.
Rescuers carried Simon to a place where the tree canopy was open.
The helicopter arrived at 2:15 p.m., and a medic and litter were lowered.
Simon was flown to Littleton Regional Hospital, where, despite the efforts
of rescuers, who had maintained CPR throughout the incident, Simon was
pronounced dead.
Comment: As happens often in our populated mountains, friends and
passersby quickly helped. They kept up CPR for a considerable time before
rescuers arrived and continued until the helicopter brought its medic and
litter. That Simon’s medical emergency outstripped what could be done
makes the incident tragic.

Ready
Elizabeth B., age 41, was mid-hike just below the summit of Mount Moriah
early in the afternoon of August 10, when she hit her head on a low-hanging
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branch, sustaining a severe cut that, being a head wound, bled heavily. Her
two companions and two passersby used first-aid materials and clothing to
stanch the bleeding and bandage her wound. They then placed a 911 call.
As NHFG organized a rescue, Elizabeth and her four helpers began the
more than four-mile walk toward Route 16 via the AT and Stony Brook Trail.
AMC rescuers reached the trailhead and, followed by a CO, made their
way up; the groups met about two miles in from Route 16 at around 5 p.m.
The whole group then made its way back to the highway at around 7 p.m.,
and Elizabeth was taken to the hospital for follow-up evaluation. Gorham
police drove the two Good Samaritans, who had altered their route to stay
with Elizabeth, back to their car. CO Matt Holmes cited Elizabeth and her
party’s preparedness and response: “In this case there was the need to control
significant bleeding many miles from the road, and then to have the fortitude
to hike toward help. They accomplished this because of good planning.”
Elizabeth and her companions are all experienced hikers and AMC members.
Comment: CO Holmes clearly appreciated what this group was able to
accomplish a long way up a trail. What could have been a lengthy, rescuerintensive effort was simplified and contained by the group’s readiness,
Elizabeth’s grit, and the added efforts of two unrelated hikers who happened
on the scene. Although such head wounds are rare, they remind us that when
we walk, we are intent on our footing, and so our eyes are focused down, and
what’s near our heads can go unnoticed. I can recall a few near misses, when
a branch or rock turned out to be right where my head was headed. And for
trail runners, who are moving sometimes at accelerated clip, this reminder
may be timely.
Perhaps the greatest demand backcountry travel makes on our imaginations
occurs before we start walking. When we consider what to carry with us, and
how we might handle unexpected moments, we must imagine beyond the
usual to those precarious situations when an extra headlamp bulb or a sterile
compress or a day’s training may keep us walking toward home.

In Place
While doing research for a second essay on the Kate Matrosova incident, I
spoke with NHFG Sergeant Mark Ober, who coordinated the initial search
on February 15, 2015. As we talked of the mix of professionals and volunteers
who make up White Mountain SAR, Ober mentioned the Appalachian
Mountain Club. “It’s impossible to count all the SAR [search-and-rescue]
episodes avoided or kept minor by the AMC,” he said. “Whether it’s giving
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advice at a trailhead, or responding from one of their locations, they help
a lot.” I then asked AMC rescuer Phoebe Howe to give me a first-person
account of a rescue she helped with. Howe worked four summers in the huts.
Here’s her story:
After dinner on Saturday, August 1, Galehead Hut’s summer 2015 croo,
Nat Haslett, Emily Bishop, Brian Taintor, Annalise Carington, and I sat back
to enjoy the evening. Saturday is unique for a croo because it is the only
night when nobody is on days off. In the waning weeks of the summer, time
together is especially treasured; later that night we would feel grateful for each
other in an unexpected way. Each croo member proved essential to our success
in a SAR incident.
At 8:30 p.m., we received a radio call from Pinkham [Notch Visitor Center],
saying that someone on the summit of South Twin had sustained an injury and
was unable to walk. As part of being a hut croo, we are encouraged, although
not required, to act as volunteer first responders for backcountry incidents.
We didn’t hesitate. All hut croo are required to undergo Wilderness First Aid
Training, but experience has proven to be a better teacher. Often, SAR victims
suffer from nothing more complicated than dehydration, hypothermia, a
sprain, and/or low blood sugar, the severity of which is often compounded
by anxiety, a dead headlamp, being lost, or simple inexperience. Hut croo can
often stabilize and resolve problems, which relieves Fish & Game of the need
to trigger a costly SAR effort. Still, as Brian and I loaded our packs with first
aid supplies, warm clothing, food and water, and the hut’s mobile radio, we
had very little sense of what this injured hiker would need.
The summit of South Twin, at 4,902 feet, is accessible from Galehead via
the Twinway, which rises 1,150 feet over eight-tenths of a mile. Considered one
of the more challenging sections of trail in the Whites, the ascent is marked by
scrambles around boulders, tentative steps across steep slabs, and unrelenting
climbs up rock staircases. Once on the summit, we found Liz B., age 30, calm,
warm, and kept company by a couple who was camping nearby. Liz said that
earlier she had stumbled and fallen as she left the summit, twisting her right
knee so the joint was unable to bear any weight. Fellow hikers had assisted her
back to the summit, and Liz, well prepared with layers, food, and water had
remained comfortable until our arrival.
After Brian and I splinted her knee, Liz could just make small, rigid
movements, and we began slowly to descend the Twinway. The mild, moonlit
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evening gave way to a rainy darkness punctuated only by our headlamp beams.
Relying on her trekking poles to bear her weight and our assistance to navigate
larger obstacles, Liz felt significant pain but remained remarkably determined
and positive. At 11:30 p.m., two-thirds of our way down, Liz slipped on a
rain-slicked slab, falling to the side of the trail; her injured knee crumpled.
This second fall robbed Liz’s knee of any motion and left her in excruciating
pain. Brian and I now understood that Liz needed to be litter-carried down
to the hut and, ultimately, out on the Gale River Trail. We stopped to assess
our options.
Without proper planning and support, litter evacuations can pose
unnecessary risks for both the carriers and the patient. After considering the
level of risk, given the rough terrain, rain, darkness, and limited people-power,
Brian and I chose to go ahead and radio the rest of the croo to bring up
the hut’s litter and carry Liz down. Had we waited the four hours until a
larger team could assemble, or tried to stay put until the next morning, we
ran the risks of hypothermia, further injury to Liz’s knee, and dangerously
low morale.
	It took the five of us two hours to carry Liz the last quarter mile to the
hut. This was an unusual litter carry—most carryouts involve 20 to 30 people,
working in teams of 6, who rotate out every five to ten minutes and cover
about a quarter mile per hour. Our croo and Liz, working as a team, reached
the hut at 2:30 a.m., mentally and physically exhausted, but confident that
we had made the right choice. In the morning, Liz became the first person in
several years to use the hut wheelchair (packed up by former croo) as intended
and take full advantage of Galehead’s ADA-accessible floor plan. Later, she was
carried out by a usual mix of professionals and volunteers (NHFG, PEMISAR,
AMC). These seasoned experts covered four miles in just two hours. I cannot
say enough about the commitment, experience, and professionalism of Fish &
Game and the many volunteer SAR groups in the Whites.
As far as SAR goes, much of what a hut croo and other AMC employees
contribute to safety in the White Mountains is offered as preventative advice
and guidance. Every day, we review trail information with hikers and suggest
alternative plans when weather or ability levels suggest that.
	Our work that August night from Galehead was by no means extraordinary;
rather, it serves to illustrate the role that hut croo play in search-and-rescue.
Just this past summer, other hut croo dealt, for example, with a heart attack
on Crawford Path and lost hikers in a lightning storm on Mount Madison.
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Anyone who’s worked anywhere in the Whites has a story. Hut croo certainly
don’t work in the huts because of the search-and-rescue opportunities, but
SAR events form lasting impressions. Above all, we come away humbled.

Phoebe Howe was the Galehead hutmaster during the summer of 2015.
A New Hampshire native, she now lives in Middlebury, Vermont, and works
at Efficiency Vermont’s Modular Housing Innovation Project to increase
access to net-zero energy affordable housing.

Being Carried and Carrying the Card
Jeanne F., age 55, of Ottawa, Ontario, slipped while descending the Greenleaf
Trail, a half-mile above Greenleaf Hut on the fair afternoon of August 22.
Her husband’s 911 call for help had NHFG first contact AMC, and rescuers
from Greenleaf Hut assessed Jeanne’s injury. Once they ascertained that
she shouldn’t go on, PEMISAR, AVSAR, and NHFG responded, and
once they had packaged Jeanne in a litter, they began a long carryout at
7:10 p.m., finally reaching the trailhead at 11:30 p.m.
Comment: The sequencing of evaluation and rescue is ideal in this
incident, and it resonates with AMC Galehead hutmaster Phoebe Howe’s
earlier description of a hut-based rescue. Although proximity of help is no
guard against accident, it does make the summer Whites a safer place to walk.
And this incident provides ongoing reminder of the generous rescuers who
bear our litters out of the mountains.
On July 12, Deborah B., age 64, joined a group of friends for a climb of
Mount Chocorua. Around noon, as the group began its descent of the Piper
Trail, Deborah jumped down a small ledge and injured her ankle. At first,
with assistance from a USFS employee already in the area, Deborah was able
to hobble downhill, but it became clear that she needed more assistance.
Rescuers from the Conway, Madison, and Tamworth fire departments, along
with the USFS, Mountain Rescue Service, and COs, responded and carried
Deborah out, arriving at the trailhead at 4:20 p.m. Deborah was the first
person to be rescued while carrying a hikeSafe card.
Comment: The incident needs little analysis, other than the reminder that
carryouts require a lot of carriers. In January of this year, NHFG Colonel
Kevin Jordan said in an interview that the agency’s first year of offering the
hikeSafe card had been successful, with the sale of 2,200 cards. A hikeSafe card
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offers protection against assigned costs for rescue and may be purchased for
$25 for an individual and $35 for a family from NHFG. Jordan said the agency
raised nearly $60,000 through the card sales to help offset the department’s
more than $300,000 budget. Jordan thought this a “good start,” though he
also noted that card purchases can be “a double-edged sword, because it’s
impossible to tell how much they cut donations to other SAR groups.” Still,
Jordan was pleased with the first year and looks forward to the second.
Jordan also cited two bills that were before the New Hampshire legislature
in January 2016. If passed, they will strengthen the hikeSafe card program.
The first would extend coverage to adult children who remain dependents
in a family. Currently, anyone over 18 is not covered as a family member.
The second, sponsored by Representative Gene Chandler, seeks to clarify the
card’s coverage by making it explicit that reckless and negligent behavior that
precipitates a search or rescue is not covered. As Jordan said, “The card is not
a get-out-of-jail-free card.” Jordan also added that a fishing license is a good
deal because it also carries hikeSafe card coverage, “and you get the fish too.”
—Sandy Stott
Accidents Editor

Rescuers spent more than four hours carrying a 55-year-old hiker down the Greenleaf
Trail. She’d slipped while descending Mount Lafayette. NEW HAMPSHIRE FISH AND GAME
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Alpina
A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges
Editor’s note: This past winter, Jeffery Parrette, the journal’s Alpina editor since
1984, announced his plans to retire. We will miss his careful reporting, keen
analysis, ability to provide context to even the strangest political and athletic
situations in the high peaks, and his dry sense of humor. Next issue we will write
more about Jeff and his work. For now, we express deep gratitude, on behalf of
generations of readers and the Appalachian Mountain Club, for his contributions
of many hundred thousands of words toward understanding the risks and rewards
of high-elevation adventures.
During this transition to a new editor or editors of this section, Steven Jervis
has this report on Denali.

Denali and Environs
North America’s highest peak underwent two big changes last year: It was
officially named its native name, Denali (20,310 ft), perhaps to the distress
of admirers of President William McKinley, after whom a gold prospector
named the peak in 1896. And the U.S. Geological Survey reduced its measured height by 10 ft. This is unlikely to make the ascent easier.
The year 2015 was typically busy on the mountain. Nearly 1,100 attempts
produced 628 successes. As has been the case for years, by far the most
popular route was the West Buttress route, which saw almost 95 percent of
the attempts, with a success rate of 57 percent. Those on some of the harder
routes did much better: of 32 attempts on the Cassin Ridge and Upper West
Rib, all but one reached the top.
	Notably, all fourteen tries on the Muldrow Glacier line failed. This is the
original (1913) ascent line, but geological and climate changes have made it
harder and more dangerous over time. The most significant climb was likely
the Denali Diamond, by Jewell Lund and Chantel Astorga. This was only
the seventh ascent, and the first by an all-female team. It took five days.
The first ascent of this very hard line was made over seventeen days in 1981.
Also noteworthy was Lonnie DuPre’s success, the first solo ever in January.
The mountain was not climbed again until mid-May.

144 Appalachia

Denali Park Services reports one fatality, a soloist in May, and a number
of rescues. Eight of these required a high-altitude helicopter.
	On nearby Mt Foraker (17,400 ft), six of fifteen attempts reached the
summit, all by the Sultana Ridge. A number of significant new climbs were
made in the area: the northeast face of Mt Dickey, the southwest face of
Peak 7,400', North Triple Peak starting by the northwest couloir, and several
others—all very difficult.
The hardest of the new routes was “Illusions of the Raven,” a 5,000-ft
line on the Moose’s Tooth, by Alik Berg and Skiy DeTray. The route lies to
the right of another hard line called “Bird of Prey,” which Dani Arnold and
David Lama pioneered in 2013. This formidable peak remained unclimbed
until 1964 and now has a number of very difficult routes.
—Steven Jervis
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News and Notes
A New Bridge for the Nineteen-Mile Brook Trail
The Appalachian Mountain Club’s White Mountain trail crew finished
construction in fall 2015 on a 40-foot bridge on the Nineteen-Mile Brook
Trail. This bridge is the culmination of four years of planning and fundraising, following Tropical Storm Irene’s destruction. As documented in
Appalachia (Winter/Spring 2012, 63 no. 1), Irene destroyed or blocked access
to trails and roads in the White Mountain National Forest. These included at
least seventeen other trails, and at least four roads, including the Kancamagus
Highway.
Although this project was, in some ways, just a bridge, it was also a very
complex project involving many different partners. Previously maintained
by the WMNF, the trail came under AMC management in 2012. Following
Irene, the National Forest Foundation initiated a fund-raising campaign to
steward affected areas in the WMNF. For all these reasons, the result was an
engineered design by the U.S. Forest Service, funding was through the NFF,
and work was carried out by the AMC.

The completed bridge on the Nineteen-Mile Brook Trail.
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The final design for the bridge was impressive, and its execution required
a full season of commitment from the trail crew. The abutments were constructed in the summer in a month, and with the 1,400-pound, 40-foot glulam
(“glued and laminated”) stringers pre-engineered, the crew’s work needed to
be precise. The wood for the beams came from Minnesota, where they were
fabricated (Minnesota is the nearest location for those types of beams). In
September, a helicopter lowered the beams into exact position. See a video of
the construction at outdoors.org/trailcrew.
—Sally Manikian
News and Notes Editor

An Adventurer Reflects on the Great Maine Outdoor Weekend
Four years ago, the Appalachian Mountain Club began coordinating a
biannual offering of outdoor activities all over Maine. In this role, we have
the benefit of working directly with event organizers and collecting their
post-event reports, anecdotes, and pictures. Weather is always a factor in our
success. During the four years, nature has generally been on our side. We’ve
had some stunning autumn weekends and incredible snow conditions for
our winter events. But we’ve also had what is affectionately known as the
“Great Rain Outdoor Weekend” and crazy nor’easters that generated perfect
snowy conditions but effectively eliminated the possibility of folks leaving
their houses. For the February 2014 weekend, I dragged two friends on an
AMC Maine Chapter “Intro to Winter Camping” in Camden Hills State
Park. We woke up on Sunday morning to a fresh blanket of snow outside our
lean-to. The view was breathtaking. The hike out was challenging. So was the
shoveling when we got back to the cars in the parking lot.
	One of my favorite Great Maine Outdoor Weekend memories is from
September 2013. My friend had just gotten a new mountain bike and wanted
to try it out on some challenging single-track trails. He brought me his old
bike to ride, and we ventured out to Bethel to a group ride organized by
Mahoosuc Pathways on one of its brand-new trails. I was by far the most
novice rider in the group, less experienced than even the 8-year-old, Dante,
who made flying downhill over roots and rocks look easy. The group was very
patient and waited for me at all major intersections, but my sense of direction is pretty weak, and I (not surprisingly) briefly got lost after walking my
bike down a crazy steep downhill. Fortunately, it didn’t take me very long to
find my way back to the group, and we wrapped up the ride with lunch and
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beverages at the Sunday River Brew Pub. It was really great to get a chance
to talk with the trail volunteers and other riders about all of the community
effort going into recreational opportunities in Bethel—and to check out one
of the local hangouts. Dante got a special ice cream sundae as a reward for
his hard riding—and made sure to remind me (with chocolate sauce dripping
down his chin) that he didn’t get lost!
	Some of my other favorite GMOW adventures have included
bushwhacking through a geocaching course with the Harpswell Heritage
Land Trust (oddly enough, the other families who participated stuck to the
trails and managed to find all the waypoints much faster than my team!), an
epic four-plus-hour snowshoe tour of The Nature Conservancy’s gorgeous
Basin Preserve in Phippsburg (we slogged through two feet of snow), and a
sunset stand-up paddleboard tour with Portland Paddle in Casco Bay.
	If you would like to join the fun, watch for the next adventure on the
schedule at greatmaineoutdoorweekend.org. Happy adventuring.
—Kaitlyn Bernard

Exploring the Bay Circuit Trail
When I thought about “exploring” in the Boston area, it never involved
nature. I lived in Boston and its suburbs for six years, and I felt I knew it
pretty well. I knew it was the concrete jungle and to get to the wilderness
I loved, I would have to escape back to my home in New Hampshire. So,
I was intrigued when I was job hunting and came across the position title,
“Community Engagement Coordinator, Bay Circuit Trail, Boston.” I was
working on an Appalachian Mountain Club trail crew in the Berkshires of
Western Massachusetts at the time, but I would be returning to Boston to
live. In September 2014, I left the woods of the Berkshires to start my new
position for AmeriCorps, which was working with the AMC (stewards of
the Bay Circuit Trail). In eleven months, I served more than 1,700 hours
with Mass-LIFT AmeriCorps, which works to build regional conservation
organizations. I was most intrigued to learn, after previously living six years
in Boston, where this trail is.
My experiences with trails were fostered through a life of growing up in
New Hampshire; climbing Mount Monadnock, visiting the White Mountain
National Forest, embarking on my quest to hike all 48 peaks above 4,000
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feet in the Whites. I was coming off a season of leading teen volunteers in
trail work, where I lived in a tent and commuted to work by foot. I couldn’t
imagine what kind of trail I would be supporting in the greater Boston area.
	In my new position, I managed six projects. My first task was to simply
get to know the trail and the people that supported it. It wasn’t that simple, though, because I quickly learned that this 230-plus-mile trail has had
hundreds of people connected to it over its long history. Visit the website,
and you will see a list of the 41 member organizations of the Bay Circuit
Alliance. There are 37 cooperating towns with regional representatives that
focus on bettering the trail through their sections. I saw the dedication of
all of these people over the months at conservation committee meetings at
8 p.m. weekday nights after people had already worked a full day, at volunteer
work days, in passionate discussions of whether to deceive the ever-present
beavers flooding the trail or just relocate the section altogether.
	One particular volunteer workday comes to mind—the last one of 2014.
It was November 1, just barely 40 degrees, and pouring rain. I looked around
at the group who decided they would rather go brush out a mile of trail and
install new signage on their Saturday than sit comfortably under a warm
blanket on the couch. I remember thinking, Thank goodness for these people
because if it were up to me I honestly would not have chosen this. Don’t
get me wrong, I love trail work and volunteers, but there’s something soulsucking about cold, wet work gloves.
	I also got to know the trail itself. I spent many hours walking it through
towns I had never visited before, such as Newbury, Lowell, Andover, Concord, Sharon, the Bridgewaters, and more. It took me to places I always swore
I would see but hadn’t yet, such as the historic Walden Pond, and to places
I never would have gone on my own, such as downtown Lowell. The biggest surprise to me was finding peace, wilderness, and adventure in places far
closer than the White Mountains. The Bay Circuit expanded my definition
of a trail, one that wasn’t just a path in the woods but a connection between
unique, interesting places that may include some road walks here and there.
To me, the most important part of the trail is the people who support
it. I may be biased, considering I am one of those people who builds and
maintains trails. But to me, this trail is an amazing opportunity for people to
access recreation and the outdoors, and it wouldn’t be possible without the
energetic, unwavering, and everlasting support of all of the hands that helped
make it and of the ones that maintain it for all to enjoy.
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This ax, which the Appalachian Mountain Club’s trail crew retired in 1960, now carries
names of those honored for profound service to the crew. ROBERT WATTS

For more on the Bay Circuit Trail, including nineteen of its best hikes,
paddles, pedals, and more, see the May/June 2016 cover story of AMC Outdoors, the magazine of the Appalachian Mountain Club, or visit outdoors.
org/bctbests.
—Molly Higgins

Posthumous Trail Award for Governor Sherman Adams
Former New Hampshire Governor Sherman Adams, who died in 1986, was
the recipient of the 2015 Golden Axe Award, awarded by the Appalachian
Mountain Club and the Trail Crew Association (TCA). Governor Adams was
the first trail master of the AMC trail crew in 1919 and 1920. In a November 7,
2015, ceremony, three of his grandchildren were on hand to receive the award
in his honor at the annual TCA gathering at Pinkham Notch Visitor Center.
The Golden Axe Award was established in 2014 to honor an individual
who had made a profound impact on AMC’s trail crew. The first recipients
were Joe and Sally May. Joe was the supervisor of trails from 1961 to 1971.
The golden ax itself, after which the award is named, was used by the trail
crew in the 1940s and 1950s and retired in 1960. The ax, and the names of the
individuals honored, can be found in the Pinkham Notch Visitor Center.
—Sally Manikian
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Books and Media
She explored the meaning of frontiers:
The amazing Canadian artist Emily Carr
This is the third in a series of essays on reading. The author is a writer
who works as a carpenter in the White Mountains of New Hampshire.
Her earlier pieces were an appreciation of Mardy Murie (Winter/Spring 2016, 67
no. 1) and “The Mom List” (Summer/Fall 2015, 66 no. 2).

The Art of Emily Carr
By Doris Shadbolt
Douglas & McIntyre, 1987. 224 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-8889-4441-2. Price: $35 (paperback).
Growing Pains: The Autobiography of
Emily Carr
By Emily Carr
Douglas & McIntyre, 2005. 400 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-5536-5083-6. Price: $16.95 (paperback).
The Forest Lover: A Novel
By Susan Vreeland
Penguin Books, 2004. 464 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-1430-3430-8. Price: $17 (paperback).
I discovered Emily Carr at an unexpected martini party, one I
attended in slippers and jeans at my landlady’s house across the porch. Two
dogs and ten North Country women were in attendance, partaking of seven
different kinds of martinis and enjoying martini-related activities, such as
dancing and painting glasses. While I stuck to achievable stripes and dots,
the woman painting next to me was covering her glasses with bold strikes of
dark and light green, a tree. It moved in invisible wind, a part of an evocative
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forest. She said she was mimicking Emily Carr. When I got home much later,
I immediately looked up Carr.
	It turns out Emily Carr is amazing—and inexplicably unknown outside
the art community. 1871–1945, Canadian artist and writer. What a lady!
Independent, obsessive, brave, visionary. Never married, she smoked,
cursed, and distrusted religion. As for her life-at-work, she got by as an
unconventional single lady in uptight Victoria, British Columbia, by selling
pottery, teaching painting, and working as the owner and manager of a
boarding house called The House of All Sorts. An intrepid traveler, she visited
fancy cities to study painting but was happier riding, walking, or paddling
into the British Columbia forests with just painting supplies. Inspired by
French modernism and at home in the wild space of British Columbia, Carr’s
signature style is bold, powerful, and haunting. Her depictions of the dense
Pacific Northwest forests and of aboriginal culture challenge and explore the
meaning of frontiers, of wilderness, and of the New World.
	Skilled and motivated, Carr was always a painter and always a seeker.
She studied at the Westminster School of Art in London, which she found,
according to biographer Doris Shadbolt, “plodding,” “uninspired,” and
“conservative.” After returning to Canada, Carr was making a living teaching
painting. Shadbolt calls her watercolors from that era (1906–1910) “standard
artistic fare”: “gentle scenery . . . gardens, figure studies, flower pieces.” Carr
herself would later characterize them as “browsing cows . . . placid streams
with an artistic wriggle meandering through pastoral landscape—that was the
Old World idea of a picture.”
But by 1907, Carr found a different sort of expression. She’d always painted
Indian subjects and towns, but now she began traveling as frequently and as
far as possible into the wilderness, in an attempt to document devitalized
aboriginal villages, subjects, art, and culture. Carr says in her memoir
Growing Pains that “Indian art broadened my seeing, loosened the formal
tightness I had learned in England’s schools.” By 1927, after studying “New
Art” (postimpressionism) in Paris, she was stripping her depictions of details,
rendering totems, canoes, and people with “sculptural strength and expressive
energy,” as Shadbolt writes.
Despite working in isolation, Carr was a presence in the art world, and
her work was shown at the National Gallery in Ottawa in 1927. There she met
and became friends with the Group of Seven. Impressed by their “largeness of
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vision and boldness,” Carr returned home feeling, at least fleetingly, accepted.
With renewed vigor, she went postcubist, became inspired by Walt Whitman,
and through an exchange of letters with theosophist Lawren Harris, began
to evolve her religious and spiritual views to see the sacred in nature, and
her act of painting as a practice that honored and depicted the infinite.
In my admittedly totally novice opinion, this is when her work becomes
most exciting. Carr begins shifting her focus to the forests, and it seems
that something finally comes together for her, or maybe something comes
together for me. It’s an unfettering. At nearly 60, Carr was still powerfully
transforming, still learning, still striving.
	Shadbolt attempts to describe this period: “The primeval woods had
revealed to her a more comprehensive world: a nature vast and rich enough
to provide her with pictorial metaphors for all experience she would wish to
express. . . . Carr sometimes conceives of the forest as an impenetrable spaceconsuming wall, shutting out light and sky, or as a shadowed interior, and at
times she ascribes to the forest the sense of terrible presence she had found in
the totem.”
A sense of air and of movement is unmistakable in Carr’s painting of this
era. Shadbolt notes that at this time, another variant appears: “atmospheric
shimmer,” a “radiance of centered, feathered light,” or a “grand sweep of
space, she is working from a concept of energy that belongs to the elements
in nature themselves: the power of wind, the intensity of sun, the thrust of
growth.” If you want to know what that means, look up Emily Carr.
—Maia Rauschenberg

Desperate Steps: Life, Death, and Choices
Made in the Mountains of the Northeast
By Peter W. Kick
Appalachian Mountain Club, 2015. 288 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-62842-09-8. Price: $18.95 (paperback).
All of us who venture to the mountains,
either for a modest day hike up New Hampshire’s
Mount Willard or a weeklong trek on the 100-Mile
Wilderness section of the Appalachian Trail in
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Maine, realize that a sudden storm, sprained ankle, or other mishap or misstep
can quickly turn a joyous outing into a harrowing, even deadly, ordeal.
Thus we may set off in high spirits but must always prepare for the worst,
heeding weather advisories, filling out hiker-registration cards, carrying firstaid kits, and packing extra food and clothing.
The latest addition to author Peter W. Kick’s admirable outdoor oeuvre
inspires this reality check. In the stories and analysis of twenty backcountry
incidents and accidents over the past half-century, Kick outlines a common
threat: most misadventure was the result of poor choices and either could
have—or, in fact, did—end badly.
Kick organizes chapters into four main headings: “Unprepared,” “Know
the Route,” “Taking Risks,” and “Unexpected.” Accounts range from the
October 1963 deaths of Ralph W. Heath and Margaret Ivusic on the Knife
Edge on Katahdin in Maine’s Baxter State Park, to the July 2013 disappearance
of Geraldine Largay on the Appalachian Trail in Maine. The Ivusic tragedy,
a dramatic tale that made history because it inspired new search-and-rescue
techniques, starts the book. (It was excerpted in the November–December
2015 issue of AMC Outdoors, the Appalachian Mountain Club’s member
magazine.)
Each chapter begins with gripping narrative, like this one on New
Hampshire’s Mount Washington: Norman Priebatsch, 67, a skier and
marathon runner, led a group including his son and two friends up the
mountain over spring snow and ice. The two friends had limited winter
mountaineering experience. Though the early morning weather at the outset
was favorable—18 degrees with clear skies and light winds—the climbers
evidently discounted or disregarded the forecast for a ferocious storm known
as an Alberta clipper; it brought high winds, plunging temperatures, and
thick fog later in the afternoon.
By then, they already had abandoned their plan to reach the 6,288-foot
summit and were on their way back down via the Tuckerman Ravine Trail.
That trail can be particularly perilous in early spring because of the potential
for sliding falls over ice, as a Mount Washington Avalanche Center advisory
that morning had warned.
The resulting tragedy was swift and merciless: Priebatsch lost his footing
and plunged into a crevasse; his body was recovered a month later.
	In each chapter, Kick includes a postmortem that assigns blame where
it belongs and attempts to incorporate teachable moments. Kick, a master
storyteller, describes the failed attempt to rescue Ivusic from the boulders of
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Katahdin in heartbreaking detail but offers some consolation for the lost lives:
The tragedy inspired improved search-and-rescue training and procedures,
which continue to benefit future generations of hikers at Maine’s celebrated
Baxter State Park.
As he has for his useful, well-organized hiking and cycling guides, Kick
has performed extensive research in compiling material for Desperate Steps.
It is a must-read for armchair as well as real-life adventurers.
—Steve Fagin
Book Review Editor

The Lost Art of Reading Nature’s Signs
By Tristan Gooley
The Experiment, 2015. 416 pages.
ISBN 978-1-6151-9241-0. Price: $16.95 (paperback).
Some people who lace up hiking boots and
strap on backpacks fancy themselves as naturalists,
meteorologists, or wilderness experts.
“Leaves of three, let them be.”
“Red sky at night, sailor’s delight. Red sky in
morning, sailors take warning.”
“Moss grows only on the north side of the tree.”
Those who repeat such hackneyed apothegms reveal a trait that should be
evident to all within earshot: they know very little.
And then there is Tristan Gooley.
	In his immensely entertaining and informative volume, The Lost Art of
Reading Nature’s Signs, Gooley has compiled more than 850 outdoor tips
designed to teach wayward wanderers how to “find their way, predict the
weather, locate water, track animals—and other forgotten skills.”
Who knew, for instance, that although it’s never a good idea to seek refuge
under a tree during a lightning storm, some species are safer than others?
Gooley cites scientific studies that support the wisdom of the weather
rhyme, “Beware of oak; it draws the stroke. Avoid an ash; it courts the flash.
Creep under hawthorn; it will save you from harm”—though the principle
likely is connected more to tree height than to other arboreal properties.
He explains how to navigate not only by using the sun, moon, and stars
but also by examining tree roots, which grow thicker and longer at the base
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in the direction of prevailing winds. In addition, more branches grow on the
south side of trees than on the north and tend to extend horizontally, whereas
those on the north reach vertically.
For Gooley, author of The Natural Navigator (The Experiment, reprint
edition in 2012), who spent more than two decades in outdoor research,
including among the Dayak people of Borneo and the Tuareg of the Sahara,
even the simple act of walking by the sea reveals hidden information.
“The next time you walk on a sandy beach,” he writes, “take a second to
consider the sand itself. If the sand is coarse and slightly uncomfortable under
bare foot, that is a clue to granite nearby and therefore probably high ground
too. If the sand is white, it will consist of millions of tiny broken shells (you
can see them with the naked eye and clearly with any magnification), which
means the waters are host to a rich marine life.”
This book is the U.S. edition of his British compendium, The Walker’s
Guide to Outdoor Clues & Signs (Hodder & Stoughton, 2014). He has added
references to American flowers, fauna, and landmarks, without losing any of
his celebrated wit and wisdom.
This volume combines the genius and insight of E.O. Wilson with the
poetry and passion of Henry David Thoreau and richly deserved the honor of
being named Outdoor Book of the Year by the 2015 Great Outdoors Awards.
This book belongs in every outdoor enthusiast’s library.
—Steve Fagin

The Airman’s Arctic Survival Guide
By Belmore Browne, edited by Isabel Browne
Driscoll and Peter Mason Driscoll
Browne Family Collection, LLC,
150 pages.
ISBN: 978-0-9897512-0-9. Price: $62.50 (hardcover).
Belmore Browne (1880–1954) was a wellregarded mountaineer, author, artist, and cold
weather survival expert in the first half of the
twentieth century. This foot-wide, 14-inch-tall
book helps us to know this creative man who painted diorama backgrounds
for the American Museum of Natural History in New York and like
institutions; exhibited artwork at the Smithsonian, Vermont’s Shelburne
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Museum, and other places; wrote six books, some for children; and went on
three expeditions to Denali. In 1912, during his final assault on the nation’s
highest peak, a sudden storm forced him to turn back just shy of the summit.
Browne’s granddaughter and her husband assembled this fascinating
volume, which features 38 entertaining pen-and-ink drawings and twelve
lectures about observing nature that Browne developed during World War II,
when he was a civilian consultant for the U.S. Air Force.
	Included among the topics are construction of snow shelters, fire building,
emergency fishing tackle, fabricating a raft without nails or rope, crampon and
snowshoe use, wilderness caches, and snares for small game. Newer methods
and technology have superseded many of Browne’s ways, but someone in
an emergency situation could save a life by following his advice. His ideas
on handling axes and using a canoe paddle are timeless. His survival advice
can be fascinating. Imagine making dry flies for fishing out of thread from a
parachute cord, pile from a cap, and feathers from a sleeping bag.
Browne’s functional illustrations, like the one showing a porcupine and
rabbit chewing on snowshoes someone forgot to hang up, are delightful.
	In these days of compartmentalized thinking, here is a volume at the
confluence of outdoor lore, art, woodcraft, history, and military tactics. It
connects diverse disciplines. You need not be a pilot or an explorer of higher
latitudes to enjoy adventuring through these pages.
—David K. Leff

59 Illustrated National Parks: Celebrating
100 Years of Wilderness and Wonder
By Joel Anderson and Nathan Anderson
Nashville, TN: Anderson Design Group, 2015
160 pages.
ISBN 978-0-9967777-1-1. Price: $49.95
(large paperback).
“Our posters look old, as if they were
produced generations ago and then recently
discovered in an estate sale,” writes designer and
co-author Joel Anderson of the blocks of color and
shading that make this big book’s groovy posters. They do. The art evokes that of
the 1930s. The posters are designed very closely after the Great Depression-era
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posters of national parks made by Works Project Administration artists.
Anderson first thought of this project when he saw the original WPA poster
of Yellowstone National Park while in that park’s visitor center with his son,
Nathan (who wrote the book’s text). No full set of posters was ever produced
during the WPA years (and only eleven of the original fourteen survived), so
the Andersons set out to create posters of all 59 of the parks. Joel Anderson
worked with a six-person team that included another son, David Anderson,
on the more than 70 designs. This book might inspire you to remove pages
and hang them up, right before heading out to one of the parks.
—Christine Woodside

Art of Katahdin
By David Little,
edited by Carl Little
Down East Books, 2013.
200 pages.
ISBN: 978-1-608930-05-0.
Price: $50 (hardcover).
David Little’s visual
celebration of Maine’s highest peak includes not only a
variety of artistic mediums,
but also genres beyond what the phrase mountain art conjures. This is no
overview of every fair-weather oil-on-canvas portrait ever made of Katahdin
(though the book includes a number of beautiful examples). This portfolio
ranges from figurative to still life, scenic to comedic, textile to sculptural, realistic to the wildly abstract, and personal sketches and notations to published
etchings and illustrations.
With much ground to cover, the author leads with chapters on the first
artists to visit the Katahdin region by way of survey teams and later Hudson
River School painters, Frederic Church being the most prominent character.
In my own art history education, American landscape painting tended to
start and end with classic mid- to late-nineteenth-century romanticism,
and it never strayed quite so far north as Katahdin. Therefore, the book
introduces what the author rightly considers an unrecognized part of Maine’s
artistic heritage.
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Many of the works, unpublished until now, depict the mountain as a
dark, brooding monolith or a sunny, snow-dusted peak. Some images depict
sporting camp life, logging, and the area’s uncountable lakes and rivers.
Perhaps a few works warrant better prominence in the book.
The final chapter on contemporary work seems rushed, although it covers
a new and more populous generation of Katahdin painters, and its gallery
format is attractive.
All of the earlier artists given space in the book, be they native Mainer or
from away, walked a fascinating path to Katahdin. Each could be the subject
of an extended essay or book. Although the text is necessarily succinct to make
way for the art itself, endnotes are used liberally. Consider those notes because
they hold some of the best gems of information. Here we learn, for example,
that James Fitzgerald, for whom a viewing tower was built on Katahdin Lake,
used it only once. Turns out he was afraid of heights.
—Rebecca Fullerton
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A Peak Ahead
Our First Writing Workshop
Before I tell you about our next issue of the journal, here’s
an invitation. Writers of all levels and genres are invited to join us at the
Appalachian Mountain Club’s Cardigan Lodge in the New Hampshire Lakes
Region for Appalachia’s first weekend workshop, Writing from the Mountains,
October 28–30, 2016.
We will begin Friday night with dinner. On Saturday we will venture
onto the trails of Cardigan Mountain and then write. On Sunday we will
spend a bit more time in a workshop, honing ideas and techniques with our
trail experiences as inspiration. Join seasoned writers from Appalachia and
me, for this reasonably priced and low-key weekend. For more, see activities.
outdoors.org/writingworkshop.
Changing Glaciers, Minor Mishaps, and More
In our next issue, two journalists will take us to Glacier National Park,
where temperatures are rising faster than the global average. Lisa Densmore
Ballard and Christopher Johnson share their reporting on mountain goats,
melting ice, and more, drawn from when each hiked up to explore the swiftly
changing Grinnell Glacier.
	In the department of minor mishaps, we bring you Aaron Piccirillo, who
gets lost in a very familiar woods, and Steve Jervis, who describes “My Only
Rescue,” a story from his youth.
Read a new chapter in William Geller’s series on life a century ago in
Maine’s 100-Mile Wilderness area. Join writer Richard Fleck’s meditative
walks through the high country of Henry David Thoreau and John Burroughs.
Douglass Teschner shares “An Africa Mountain Journal.”
The winning essayist in our annual contest with the Waterman Fund
explores wildness in the national parks. Elissa Ely is back with another
mountain encounter. Join us for these stories and much more in our Winter/
Spring 2017 issue, coming in December. Check in at outdoors.org and on our
Twitter feed @AppalachiaJourn.
—Christine Woodside
Editor
chris@chriswoodside.com
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“I started reading Appalachia for the accident reports, but I kept
reading for the great features.” — Mohamed Ellozy, subscriber
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